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CHAPTER ONE


"Well, Miss Saunders," said the television station manager, "your qualifications are certainly in order."
Caroline Saunders felt uneasy at the way Dwight Bryon said that. She knew the man hadn't even looked at her resume. In fact, her resume was terrible. She had never really held any kind of a job before; this would be her first one. And, she'd have never even heard of this opening for an evening weathergirl, if her boyfriend hadn't put her on to it.
Caroline knew exactly what Bryon meant when he said her qualifications were in order. He couldn't keep his eyes off her tits as they swelled out against her sweater. She hadn't bothered to wear a bra to the interview and the lovely blonde knew her nipples were hardening as the man stared at her, almost slobbering.
Normally, the sexy young woman didn't mind men paying so much attention to her, but today she did. This was business. This was her very first job interview and she needed this job. Caroline needed it badly.
The girl crossed her legs and thought Dwight Bryon was going to come over the desk at her. She licked her lips nervously. Just like when she crossed her legs, the man interpreted this as a come-on. Caroline looked at him in wide eyed wonder. It wasn't that Mr. Bryon was so bad-looking. In fact, the lovely blonde found him to be very distinguished. He was about fifty, had grey hair that made him look more like a banker than a television executive, and, while he was on the heavy side, Caroline didn't find him fat – not at all. For a man old enough to be her father, he was in good shape.
The man's pale eyes worked over her body again, as if he'd missed something on the first or fortieth trips. Caroline had to sit and endure the examination still another time.
He obviously couldn't decide if he liked best the way the lovely blonde's tits bulged out so invitingly, or the smooth slenderness of her calves and legs, or her lovely, pale oval face haloed with honey-blonde hair. Or, maybe he liked it all.
"Look, Mr. Bryon, if you don't mind, can you give me some idea if I'm right for the job?"
"You come right to the point, Caroline. I may call you Caroline, can't I?" When she nodded and smiled slightly, he beamed at her. "Good! Yes, of course you're right for the job. What we need is a good, healthy, sexy woman in that position. And you're just right for it."
"I've got the job?" Caroline felt her heart ready to explode with excitement.
"Not so fast, young lady," he said, holding up his hand. "I'm not the only one who has to agree. The station owner has the final say-so, but for my money, you've got it." Dwight Bryon moved around the desk and perched his ass on the very edge, his long legs swinging. Caroline couldn't help noticing the large bulge growing at his crotch. She was turning him on!
And he turned her on, too. The promise of a job sent her heart racing. Her tits rose and fell faster, stroking her nipples over the softness of the wool. She felt her tiny little nipples hardening more and more. And between her legs came the familiar sluggish flow of her own fuck sauces.
"I don't know how to thank you, Mr. Bryon," she said breathlessly.
"I think I know a way." He moved his hand to his crotch and slowly rubbed over his hidden erection. She watched the motion in total fascination. Something in the back of her head told her she should run away, to leave immediately. But her body was out of control. The promise of the job turned her on so much she was lost in a haze.
Caroline didn't hesitate. She moved around to stand in front of him. He ran the zipper on his trousers down with a metallic hissing. His cock snapped to attention and jutted upwards from his groin. The thick purplish knob on his cocktip was visibly pulsing with lust.
Caroline wasn't sure she wanted the job this badly or not. Then she remembered how horny she'd been for so long. It was worth it, she decided.
"Suck on it?" she asked.
"Yeah, baby. You just suck me off and we'll see about getting the owner's approval for you as our new weathergirl. Now get on with it. Somebody might come in and see what's going down."
She dropped to the floor and moved closer to his prick. In an odd way, she was both repelled and fascinated by his cock. She guessed this must be the way a bird felt about a snake. The bird was going to be eaten, but it was still hypnotized into submission.
There was no denying she loved sucking a man's cock, either. She'd sucked pricks a lot of times, and each time was better than the last. But to have to suck his cock to get the job was about the same as blackmail. But somehow, it didn't seem that way to her. Not at the moment.
Shrugging her shapely shoulders, Caroline placed her hands on the man's thighs and dipped her mouth down. The light kiss she gave the very tip of his prick caused it to buck and jerk wildly. She smiled at the big reaction she'd gotten.
Just a little stimulation and she had him at her command. The sexy young woman liked the feeling of power.
Her lips parted slightly, and she sucked in the tip of his cock to give it a real tongue lashing. Her tongue moved in rough, wet circles around the end of his prick until he was gasping for air. She thought he sounded like a beached whale.
She sucked a little harder and pulled the entire end of his prick into her mouth. She let her teeth score the sides of his throbbingly alive cock. Leaving behind fierce red marks didn't hurt him at all. In fact, the blood rushed furiously into his aroused prick and made him feel like he was going to shoot his wad right away.
She decided it wouldn't be such a bad thing to get him off in a hurry. The sooner this was over, the sooner she would get the job. Her tongue stroked passionately against the underside of his prick. The entire head of his cock was vibrating with life now. Each jerk matched an excited heartbeat. She was giving him the best blowjob he'd ever received, and they both knew it.
"Keep going, doll. Keep going. I love the way your mouth works."
She didn't bother to answer. It would have been a waste of time. Besides, she had better uses for her mouth. Another inch of his prick vanished between her ruby red lips. Her tongue swirled around like a berserk tornado. She kept his cock constantly wet with her saliva, constantly stimulated with her sucking.
As the sexy young woman's teeth worked hard and sharp against his prick, she began moving her hands back and forth on his thighs. There was no reason she shouldn't try to enjoy this "payment" as much as the man she was sucking off.
Her hands stroked over his thighs and finally unfastened his belt and his pants. This allowed her full access to his crotch. Her nimble fingers found his balls. With tiny tweaks and pinches, she tormented him until he wasn't able to speak coherently.
As she worked on his balls, they became hard, tight little spheres of aroused desire. Caroline bounced his balls around and felt them boiling in the thick stew of his jism. She knew he was straining to keep from jetting out his come.
As the lovely blonde pressed her tongue against the rim of his prick, she felt the sexy quiverings. His heart throbbed for her. His cock jumped around. His balls tumbled and lurched in their sexy cream. Even his hot breath gusted through her blonde hair. She felt the hot winds caressing her ears and the back of her neck.
"Keep going, damn you! God, I never felt a mouth like yours before. If I'd known I could get head like this, ohhhhhh!"
Caroline thought she'd gotten him off. She dimly realized how great his control had to be. She tried ramming her tongue down the hole in the end of his cock. There was no way she could get her tongue down there, but it was so much fun trying!
Sensing his tasty come was just a few licks away, the sexy young woman redoubled her efforts on his prick. Almost all of his cock was inside her mouth now. She kept sucking until she felt the rubbery tip of his prick bounce on the roof of her mouth and start down her throat.
His cock went all the way down. Swallowing caused her throat to massage the underside of his prick. With his cock laying in the cradle formed by her tongue, she had almost complete domination over the man.
The power tasted almost as good as his cock!
"My balls are burning up. God, suck harder. Your mouth… Goddamn… your mouth is fantastic. Suck harder!"
Caroline had to let his cock slip back out of her throat. Air was a necessity for living. Her tongue whirled around and around his prick as it slowly left her mouth. Her lips soothed the feverish red skin of his prick where her pearly teeth tormented it.
The sexy young woman began twisting her head from side to side. This allowed her to add a little rotary motion to her cock-eating. When her nose burrowed into his bush, she knew she had taken him entirely into her mouth again. The man's stamina was incredible.
The pounding of his pulse in the big blue vein on the top of his cock gave her the clue about how to get him off. She began working her head back and forth, slowly at first, then with increased speed. Face-fucking herself, Caroline made certain not a single inch of skin all along his prick was missed by her tongue or lips or teeth.
She felt his cock begin to expand. Her heart began pounding loudly. She hadn't realized how turned on she'd become. The pulse in her throat was almost painful, and the sound of the blood rushing through her head drowned out everything else.
Her cunt had begun to flow with arousal. She was as turned on by this mouth love as the man was!
Caroline sucked harder. Her lips formed an "O" around his twitching prick. With her head sliding back and forth, she was face-fucking herself as hard as she could now.
Fingers laced through her blonde hair. A distant voice said, "I'll guide you. Just keep sucking!"
She sucked even harder than before. Her cheeks went hollow from the incredible vacuum she formed in her mouth. He started pushing her head up and down. His cock slowly expanded in her wet, sucking mouth. Her tongue was relentless in trying to further stimulate him. Nothing mattered to her except his cock coming in and out of her mouth.
The face-fucking set her heart to triphammering. Her own breath blasted hot and heavy into his bush like a hot wind on a cool day. He shivered and pulled her head down even harder into his crotch.
The lovely blonde felt the friction mounting between her lips and his cock. The sides of his prick were a bright red now. His huge, thick prick was salty with sweat and his male essence. The salty tang and musky aroma aroused her into a quiveringly eager cocksucker now.
She wanted cock. She wanted to eat it all.
His tiny drop of pre-come tasted bitter. Her tongue licked it away from the tip of his cock, and continued working all over his sensitive cockflesh. She felt his cock expand with sexual tension. His tempo of face-fucking picked up. His cock was almost flying back and forth now.
She knew the time had come. He was going to spew out his tasty come, and she wasn't going to miss a single drop.
"Take it," he gasped. "Take all my jism into your mouth. Swallow it, damn you, you're gonna swallow all my come!"
His fingers pulled hard at the back of her head, holding her in place. When the first spurt of come blasted into her mouth, she managed to smear it all over her tongue. Her tastebuds reveled in the erotic essence. She was intoxicated on the taste of his creamy jism.
She sucked harder and harder. She wanted all his come – every drop had to be hers!
Finally, his bucking cock was depleted. There wasn't anything left in his balls to suck out.
She sank back on her heels and looked up at Dwight. He had a pleased look on his face. Caroline carefully licked her lips and wiped away the last drop of his come.
"Good girl," he said briskly. "Me you ready for that audition now?"
Caroline Saunders was ready for anything – anything at all.



CHAPTER TWO


"I'm so nervous, Mr. B," confessed the lovely blonde. "I'm certain I'm going to do everything wrong."
Dwight patted her on the shoulder, then gripped down hard enough to make her turn and face him.
"You'll do just fine, my dear," he said, a slight leer in his eyes.
Caroline had a flash of having done something wrong then. She hastily reached and touched her lips with her fingertips. All the man's jism was gone. She felt a surge of guilt and then pushed it in the back of her mind. Sucking him off hadn't been bad; she'd wanted to do it at the time. And, Dwight Bryon certainly hadn't complained, either. In fact, he'd almost demanded she give him a blowjob.
Everything was moving too fast for the sexy young woman. She felt confused and embarrassed. And now, she was expected to go out onto the tiny stage, under the bright lights, with a camera rolling, while they videotaped her performance as a weathergirl. About all she could think of that wasn't really frightening for her was the fact that this videotape would never go out over the air. It would end up in the dusty files in a back room somewhere. But that fact didn't cause her to shake less.
"Do it and do it well," commanded Bryon. She nodded, a strand of her honey-blonde hair falling into her eyes. She nervously pushed it back, then walked out onto the stage, her shoulders pulled back so that her tits surged outward against her sweater. The short skirt she wore revealed her long, sleek legs and tight ass. She wasn't beautiful – she was gorgeous.
Caroline calmed down a little when she turned and looked at the cameraman. He seemed bored with the whole audition. This made the lovely blonde feel that this was ordinary, common, nothing unusual. Then Dwight Bryon pointed and made a gesture indicating the camera was on. Caroline glanced up, her grey-green eyes focused on the tiny red light on the camera.
She was on.
Caroline stammered and stuttered through five minutes of weather reports, trying to be witty, making reasonable comments about the climate, yet generally feeling she failed in every attempt. At the end of the five minutes, Caroline felt wrung out and exhausted.
"You did just fine," said Dwight, gripping her firmly under the elbow and steering her back toward his office. "Hey, Fred, make sure that tape ends up on the boss' desk, will you?"
The cameraman nodded, not even looking up from the paperback novel he'd buried his nose in. That was the work of someone in the control room, not him. He didn't give a shit and didn't care if Bryon or God Himself knew it.
"He's not very diligent, is he?" said Caroline, getting some of her courage back.
"He's one of the best, though," said Dwight. "That's why I tolerate him. In fact, you can be one of the best, too. Good audition."
"Good?" she asked in surprised. "I was terrible!"
"You were good. When you get on the air – after the boss sees your audition – you'll relax. I liked the comments you tossed in about having a picnic lunch out tomorrow and all that." He closed his office door behind them and added, "That's not all I like about you."
Caroline knew she shouldn't stay in here with this man. Not now. She felt the surge of adrenaline from her earlier fear fading. Left behind was a longing, a sexual need that mounted.
Dwight Bryon wasn't bad-looking, she decided. His cock was big enough to please any woman. Would it be so bad if she indulged herself one more time with him? So what if he was going to be her boss? Didn't this come under the heading of employee relations?
"That ass of yours turns me on as much as your legs. God, how I want to fuck you right up your ass!"
"Wh-what?" Caroline stammered. She'd never once considered such a kinky thing in all her life. But then she'd become used to only fucking in the missionary position.
"I want to cornhole you, dammit." His hands dropped and hiked up her skirt. She hardly knew what to do, how to respond. When Dwight Bryon shoved her forcefully to the floor, she landed on her hands and knees – just the right position for an ass fucking.
The feel of his hand moving over her ass turned her on as much as it convinced Dwight Bryon that was the right thing to do. He began stroking heavily over her, ass now. His breathing became harsh and hot.
Dwight said, "The hell with your modesty. You really turn me on, baby. I'll do anything, anything at all, just so long as I get to fuck that sweet ass of yours. It's driving me wild!"
"Good – and this is driving me wild!" she said, assuring him that his cock was having its effect on her. She reached, back through her legs and pulled down his zipper. His prick leaped out long and eager to bury itself all the way up her asshole.
It was Dwight's turn to peel her like a banana. The sweater she wore was quickly stripped off to reveal her naked, pendulous tits. The sight of her titflesh hanging from under her body made his breath come even faster, and he wasn't that much interested in her tits.
He dug tits, sure, but he was an ass man. He loved asses. Big and floppy asses. Tight and well-formed asses. He didn't care – he loved them all. Each ass had its own special attraction for him. And, Caroline's ass was just about perfect. He looked at those long, slender, tapered legs of hers, no longer restraining his lust for her.
Caroline's ass was the finest he'd ever seen. More than a double handful of assmeat in each cheek, tight and firm, young and wanton! Those were his requirements for a good buttfucking.
Tenderly he ran his hands over the satiny smooth skin of her ass. Almost like he was handling a religious relic, his fingers parted the half moons and dipped into the humid canyon between those meaty globes. Her ass gleamed whitely in the light. It was marble white but vastly warmer and more vibrant than any lifeless stone could ever be. His hand trembled with anticipation.
"God, I never thought I'd be fucking a woman who looked as good as this."
"All you had to do was ask," the sexy young woman said. "Now get on with it, damn you. I'm shaking inside. I want to feel more of this!"
She grabbed his cock again and pulled it insistently toward her body. She had to feel it inside her, moving, fucking, giving her the thrill of a lifetime.
Ass-fucked! Not once in her life had Caroline ever considered getting a prick up her asshole. And now she was begging for it.
He planted a wet, juicy kiss on her left buttock. Then he quickly moved to the other and kissed it. The feel of his mouth moving on her ass sent a jolt of sexual electricity volting through the dark-haired woman's body. Never had a kiss been so much of a turn-on for her. She was quaking inside as if she'd turned to jelly.
Slowly, she crept forward. She couldn't help herself. He followed her, his mouth moving constantly over her ass. When his rough, wet tongue speared out into the deep canyon between her asscheeks, she knew she'd found the single kinky act that would give her the most erotic pleasure.
Caroline wanted a cock drilling hard and long up her asshole.
From the feel of the man's breath on her naked butt, she was going to get her wish. Soon.
His hands moved restlessly over the sexy young woman's sides while he explored the tumid crack of her ass. He found her asshole without any trouble. When his tongue lightly probed into the tightly held, little muscle, she thought she was going to lose her mind.
It was a gentle touch, but one that might have been dipped in some corrosive fluid. It set her entire body on fife.
"Fuck me quick!" Caroline demanded. "I can't stand this any more! I want your cock! Now! Fuck me now!"
On hands and knees, ass presented to Dwight Bryon for his prick, she felt the entire room spinning around and around. She didn't remember much of what happened next. But it was all great.
She felt the hot cylinder of his prick pressing between her twin mounds of assflesh and digging hard for her asshole. The man might have stripped off his pants. She figured he had because the hairy thighs rubbing against her butt were driving her closer and closer to coming.
The blunt nose of his cock pushed hard against her anal sphincter. His earlier oral explorations had liberally supplied spit for lubrication. When his cock finally jammed into her asshole, it was well-greased.
Caroline gasped as she felt the thick, knobby head of his cock slide into her bowels. He was so big. She'd thought Dwight Bryon felt big when he'd fucked her cunt. Up her asshole, he was a monster!
She knew he was going to rip her apart with that giant prick.
For a long moment, he paused as if savoring her inner fires, her tight, clutching, demanding asshole. Then he slowly drilled deeper into her guts. When his cock finally sank balls deep, she was sweating and shuddering in reaction.
"God, it's… it's the best fucking ever!" she cried. "Ream me out good. I want to feel you tearing me up inside with that cock of yours!"
He grunted as he slowly retreated from her flaming hot interior. The sheath of flesh around his prick was more like a surgeon's glove than a female body. And that surgeon's glove had been filled with boiling hot lava. He was both crushed and burned by her clinging asshole. Best of all, her ass trembled just enough to give him the effect of having a vibrator shoved up hard against his crotch. That always made for the best greeking.
He loved it!
"You asked for it, Caroline, and you're gonna get every fucking inch of my damned cock!"
He slammed harder into her fuming hot asshole this time. Her inner membrane expanded slightly to accommodate the huge male invader raging up into her tightest passage. He didn't rip her apart. She only felt as if he had.
Gasping, she rammed her ass back into the circle of his crotch. Moving her ass in tiny circles heightened the effect of his cock inside her guts. It was a hot, all-male stirring stick buried far up her rectum. And moving like she did turned it around and around in her guts until she came.
"Aieeeeeeeeeee! Shit, oh, shit, I never, oh, ummmmmmmm!" she sighed, coming down from her sexual high. The cock remained stuck up her ass. It jerked.
She knew he was going to keep fucking her and that she was going to keep coming. This was so different from getting, laid in bed. This was raw, brutal, a man's fucking. Ass-raped! She was getting screwed all the way up her perky ass!
Those thoughts alone were enough to keep the lovely blonde perched on the brink of climax. And all the goading she needed to go over the edge again was rammed up her butt. The entire area of her ass flared hot as Dwight Bryon drove back and forth, corn-holing her. The thick arrowhead of his prick spread her white, trembly flesh apart and sent waves of delight washing through her body. When he reached around her body and lightly fingered her clit, she came again.
Then things began to blur. She was coming so fast, the entire world was lost to her. All that mattered was the long, hot cock fucking her ass. The finger on her clit sent her blasting off again and again. When he began pulling hard at her tits, stroking from the base to the hard nubbin of nipple like he was milking her, this only added fuel to the firest of her arousal.
She was one giant raw nerve-ending. And every touch was undiluted pleasure.
In the midst of her orgasmic high, Caroline felt Dwight Bryon's cock moving in and out of her asshole faster and faster. The friction burned away at her tender flesh. It was as if he'd shoved a rocket up her behind and lit the fuse. But this was a lot sexier than that ever could be. She loved the way Dwight Bryon fucked her ass.
Then the sexy young woman felt a hot surge in her asshole. The man had come. He blew his wad and creamed her guts with his jism. She was only vaguely aware of the sexy enema she was receiving. Still dazed from her repeated climaxes, Caroline was in no condition to care that the cock was slowly melting in her hot ass and slithering free of her clinging body.
Finally, she realized he wasn't screwing her any mote. Collapsing to the floor, she felt the coldness of the tile on her hard nipples and throbbing tits. This brought her back to reality more than anything else could have. She rolled over and looked at Dwight Bryon. A shit-eating grin crossed his face as he gazed down at her. It was a smile of complete satisfaction.
"You're one hell of a back-door man," Caroline told him.
"And you've got one hell of an ass to go with those fine legs. I could have fucked you the rest of the day."
Caroline Saunders almost wished he could have, too.



CHAPTER THREE


"Well, honey, how'd it go?" asked Peter Caldwell.
Caroline stared at her boyfriend lounging so lazily against the fender of his car. She didn't know how to answer him. She was still sore up the ass from the feel of Dwight Bryon's cock, and the beautiful young girl simply knew that the station manager's jism must be all over her trembly lips from when she'd sucked him off. She wore her guilt like a set of new clothes.
"Oh, uh, okay, I guess."
"You guess? What went wrong, darling? Tell me. Tell old Peter everything and I'll make it all right, I promise."
He took her in his strong arms and pulled her close. Caroline tried to get away, but the man wouldn't let her. He tightened his grip until she felt as if steel bands had closed on her waist.
"I blew it, Peter. I really did. I got nervous and the videotapes will be terrible and everything went wrong. I shouldn't have gone in there. I was so embarrassed!"
"Hey cool it. Everything'll be just fine." His thick finger dipped under her chin and raised her face to his. He kissed her. Caroline almost panicked then. What if he tasted the other man's jism on her lips?
"Peter, please. No!"
"You are upset, aren't you?" the man said. "Well, don't let it get you down. I'm sure you did fine."
"Mr. Bryon did say I had a good chance at the job." Caroline didn't go on and explain why. How could she tell her boyfriend that she'd sucked off Dwight Bryon and then let the man fuck her up the ass? She'd been turned on by the older man, the mature, suave way he approached her, the sureness in his manner. He'd been sure she wanted to suck him off. He'd been sure she was going to let him greek her.
Damn him!
"That's great! That calls for a celebration. Dinner out. That fancy place you've been wanting to go to. And then…" He let his words trail off in a sexy invitation.
"The new restaurant? The one on top of the hotel? Oh, Peter! You're too good to me!" She squealed, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. Gone was all thought that he might taste another man's salty come on her lips.
"I know it. But what the hell? We only live once, right? And you getting the job calls for a big celebration."
"I don't have the job. Not yet."
"You will. Have some confidence, baby. Real confidence in yourself, your abilities."
Caroline drifted through the evening with Peter in a happy daze. Maybe what her boyfriend said was true. Maybe she did have the job in the big. But the nagging thought always came back. Did Bryon think she'd let him screw her up the ass like that only to get the job? She'd been turned on by him, a lot. He was handsome, strong, dominant, everything a woman wanted in a man. And his cock! She lifted her perky ass off the seat several times during the evening to rub over the smooth curves where his hard prick had driven in to find her shit chute.
Caroline finally decided that Dwight Bryon realized she was just nervous – and turned on, that there wouldn't be any more fooling around if she did get the job. And with that thought in her mind, she let Peter lead her up the sidewalk to his house.
"A nightcap, my dear?" he asked in his silkiest voice.
"Is that a proposition?"
"An indecent one," he agreed.
"I think it's very decent," she said, moving closer, her hand rubbing along the bulge in the man's pants. She liked what she felt there. His cock was growing. His balls lurched and tumbled wildly, the thick stew of his jizz begging for release.
The mood Caroline was in, she'd give him that release – and enjoy every second of it herself!
"Let's go inside. And hurry," she whispered hotly.
"Why?" he asked, teasing her.
"Because I want you inside me!" she cried. Together they laughed and spun through the open door and into Peter's living room. The lights were on, casting a subdued glow throughout. This gave Caroline an idea.
She pulled away and pirouetted for him. He marveled at how good she looked. Wishing for a good night's sleep would do no good now, the man realized. She was playing with him like a fisherman plays in a hooked fish. He couldn't help but respond to the sexy sight of her trim body, slender flashing legs – and the promise buried between them.
He leaned back and waited for, the first stirrings in his prick. It might take a couple minutes, but he'd wait. He'd have to. She wouldn't let him alone until they'd fucked.
The sight of Caroline dancing was worth the time. Her tits were well-fleshed, but not too big. More than a mouthful, a good handful, but no floppy tits. He appreciated the fact that the beautiful young girl didn't have to wear a bra. Her tits were firm and ample. And enough to make his mouth water.
The rest of the package was well worth study, too. Her hair was flung away from her creamy shoulders in a glorious screen that masked her face, made her appear mysterious and desirable.
Peter got a charge out of watching her dance so erotically for him. She spun around and around, her hips waggling to a beat heard only by the two of them. She did a fantastic bump-and-grind routine.
The way her ass flared out caused tiny tingles of sensation to come into his cock. He knew she was working her special charm on him. Peter was patient. In a few more minutes, he'd be erect and ready to fuck the living shit out of her. Just watching the heavenly blonde girl right now was enough to give him pleasure. He could feel the stirrings already that told him that they would fuck all night long once he got it up and into her hot little pussy.
"I wanted to be a stripper when I was a kid," she told him. "I thought it was a sexy thing. Don't you agree?"
"I think you're damned sexy – and drunk. I knew you shouldn't have had that second bottle of champagne. But you've stolen the show if you'd gone into that business. It's for the best, though, that you didn't."
She put her hands on trim hips, thrust her ass toward him. "Why was it for the best I didn't become a stripper? Don't you think I've got what it takes?"
"You've got more 'n what it takes. The other girls would have been insanely jealous. And I'm selfish. I wouldn't like having to fight off thousands of horny admirers to get to you."
Caroline pranced around, her legs smooth and slender. Then she struck another pose, this one positively lewd. Caroline seemed to be peering at him between her legs, her ass and pussy completely exposed. Her cunt lips beckoned to him. His cock jerked once, then began to inflate as excited blood pounded into it.
She'd finally gotten him hard.
"You can't see the vision I'm seeing now, but it's great! And feel this!"
He took her hand and placed it on his slowly hardening cock. She smiled broadly as it stiffened under her careful stroking. In another minute, he sported a raging hard-on. He was ready for a real fucking.
"To bed!" she cried.
Before he said a word, she pulled hard on his hard prick. He had to follow her. The firm grip she had on his cock never lessened. She used it to make sure he didn't go wandering off and leave her alone and horny.
"There!" the young blonde said. He landed flat on his back, rocking slightly as the springs on the bed worked overtime to take his muscular body.
Before he could move, Caroline scrambled onto the bed and was straddling his waist. She hovered over his erection. With her hand guiding his hard prick, there was no way she could miss out on all the enjoyment.
"Fire when ready!" he shouted.
"You'd better not! We're gonna make this last all night, dammit. Maybe even longer. I told you I was horny."
He licked his lips as he looked at the sexy chick straddling his waist and hanging on so hard to his hard prick. Balling her all night wouldn't be bad. But it was always like this with Caroline. She was insatiable. She didn't realize he had to go to work in the morning. She could lie in bed until noon since she didn't have to report in to find out if she'd gotten the job until after four; he had to face his boss.
But right then, the way she stroked his cock and promised it all the pussy it wanted, he didn't give a shit about tomorrow. He wanted to get it on now!
"How's this?" the beautiful young girl asked. Wiggling her hips, she slowly worked her way down until her pussy lips touched his captive cock. She groaned as she swayed to and fro, making certain his hard prick received the fresh flood of her fuck juices.
"Great. But I'm gonna go insane if you don't stuff it in. Dammit, let's fuck!"
She laughed. It was a deep, rich laugh. And then the young blonde lowered herself another inch. She gasped as the crown of his cock penetrated her body. Feeling the rim of his throbbingly alive cock rubbing across her inner pussy lips sent a tremor rumbling into the young girl's guts.
She had to have more.
Still rocking from side to side, Caroline let another inch slide into her wanton cunt. It was pure delight. Nothing thrilled her more. His cock was warm, strong. It pulsed and gave her a sense of well-being. She was close to a man, a real man. And he'd make her feel like a complete woman all night long.
Her slender hand moved up and down his rigid cock. She felt the friction mount on the ungreased flesh. The groan echoing from his quivering lips told her how badly he wanted to be buried balls-deep up her cunt.
Another inch of cock vanished between her pink cunt lips. She squeezed down now. The trembling flaps of flesh pursed, around the huge girth of his hard prick. She felt split apart, filled with more cock thaw she could possibly stand.
Caroline finally couldn't handle it any longer. Letting gravity do the work, she dropped heavily, his cock spearing into her twat.
They both gasped in unison. She shivered as she took the entire length of his powerful hard prick up her cunt. It had been ungreased until his cock got her cunt juices smeared all over it.
The friction against her pussy walls had burned like hell.
That set off a chain reaction in the beautiful young girl's belly. Her hips were continually twitching from side to side to work the spike of cock even deeper into her cunt, but it was the flames of lust licking at her insides that made her moan out in such stark pleasure. She barely withstood the sexual pressures building in her body. Without release, she'd go mad with lust.
"Oh, God, I can't take it!" she croaked. "It's too biiiig!"
"You're too small," he answered. "And hot! Your cunt's so fucking hot it feels like a furnace inside. And the way you're squeezing down on me. Christ!"
His hips bucked off the bed. She shuddered again as his cock drove a half inch farther up into her cunt. Then Caroline knew this was fine, great, but there had to be more. With a little work, she could fuck herself on his jutting, upright cock.
Caroline started fucking herself, slowly at first, then building up speed.
As the hard prick left her pussy, the young blonde felt the intense vacuum being formed in her guts. The seal between her cunt walls and the man's hard prick was almost perfect.
When his cock slithered out of her cunt, an obscene smucking noise echoed throughout the darkened bedroom. The very sound of his cock working against her cunt hole made her even hotter.
She closed her eyes and depended on all her other senses to tell her what was happening. She couldn't see his fierce red hard prick. She felt it with her hands, with the delicate walls of her cunt. Her fingers laced through the man's thick bush and began playing with his balls. They tensed as she fondled them. She sensed every single beat of his heart, both through the hairy little bag containing his nuts and the cock hidden all the way up her cunt.
The sounds of the fucking took on added meaning for her. She listened carefully to them, enjoying every single noise. The wet slurching of his cock slipping free of her pussy gave her an incredible sexual surge. Every nerve in her body came alive in anticipation of what was to come.
She groped under her wide-open legs until she found his slippery hard prick again. She pulled it upright, then collapsed on it. The cock stabbed deep up her curt once more.
"God, oh, God!" she moaned. "It's too big. Too fucking big for my tiny little cunt!"
"Fuck faster," Peter ordered. "I want you burning my hard prick off from the heat in that furnace of yours."
Bending forward, she sought and found his lips. As Caroline kissed him, her hips began pistoning up and down. The cock was sheathed perfectly in her trembling cunt now.
The fucking began stimulating her in places other than her pussy. The way her tits dragged over his smooth chest sent tiny ripples of delight into her. The rock-hard nipples rubbed back and forth as her hips jerked around. When her tits felt like they were going to explode, she knew she was almost on the brink of orgasm.
"I… I can't, oh, it's… I'm comiiiiing!"
His arms wrapped her and pulled her trim body close to his as her body went berserk. Hips flying, she tried to split herself apart all the way to the chin with his hard prick.
The fires raging in her belly consumed her. Liquid fire seared the beautiful young girl's lungs, made her aware of every little thing around her.
Caroline felt the huge crown of his cock inside her cunt. As the walls of her pussy contracted in response to her come, she realized how thick the man's cock actually was. It filled her to overflowing. She couldn't take all of it, not without damaging herself.
Yet, she did.
The sounds of fucking were drowned out by the throbbing of blood in her ears. Her own harsh breathing made it so difficult to hear that she had to rely on her other senses. The woman could barely hear her own shrieks of pure sexual release.
The odors took on a new and different scent for her. The heavy male musk became mixed with her own fucking aroma. She was sweaty, her cunt dribbling out a huge quantity of juices and she'd bitten her lower lip so hard that blood seeped from the wound. Caroline was vaguely aware of the salty tang of her own blood.
The climax died but the beautiful, young girl still had the erection hidden away in her clinging cunt. She'd gotten off but Peter hadn't. He was still wanting to fuck, fuck, fuck until he got his rocks off.
Which was fine, with her. She wanted more of what he had to give, too.
"Keep going," he urged. "I love the slick feel of your clit along my hard prick. You're swallowing me whole!"
Caroline straightened enough to allow him to grip her tits. His hands fondled and grasped her in all the right places. He grabbed the undersides of her tits, then worked his way up to the ruddy areolas. In the center of her tits stood hard nipples, nipples pulsing with each frenzied heartbeat.
As Peter clamped down on her turgid nipples, she came again.
Fireworks blasted through Caroline's body, caused her to arch her spine until she was certain it would snap. The added motion of the cock continued to stimulate her.
"Up and down, we go!" the man cried out. His sure hands still gripped her tits in a firm grasp. There was no way he was going to turn loose now. Not until he came.
He forced the mounds of succulent titflesh upward. Caroline groaned and followed his guidance. It took her completely off his hard prick. Then he pulled her down around his cock again. Back and forth he worked her body. She was a puppet being manipulated by him.
It excited the young blonde. He was using her. He was making her do his bidding. It wasn't rape, but it turned on Caroline more than anything had in bed for years.
Caroline almost came thinking about how dominant Peter seemed now.
She thrilled to the way he played with her body. She leaned back as far as she could, making certain his cock was bending inside her. Then she began waggling her hips.
He let out a loud groan. She knew she was giving him the ultimate in fucking – cock bent at a new and delightfully sinful angle, her hot cunt clinging to his hard prick, her hips stirring his lusts.
His cock began blasting out its creamy load into her wanton cunt. Letting him guide her up and down, hands on her ballooning tits, she fucked herself wildly. "Go, baby, go!"
There was no stopping her now. Caroline felt the urges mounting once more in her own body. Each fountaining squirt of jism into her cunt was like acid touching a raw nerve. She quivered in reaction. It was too much for her to bear up under.
She came.
As her pussy convulsed again, she felt the ripping walls of her cunt squeezing down hard on his buried cock. She milked him dry of every precious drop of lead-heavy come locked in his balls.
Body covered with sweat, she collapsed forward and off his already drooping hard prick.
"God, you were superb," moaned Peter. "I loved every second of it, baby. Every damned second!"
Caroline smiled at her boyfriend. She'd gotten off on the fucking, too. And now she had burned out the memory of what she'd done with the station manager. Caroline was ready to face Dwight Bryon and find out if she would get the job.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Maybe you shouldn't come with me, Peter," the lovely woman said nervously. In the back of her mind she thought about all she'd done with Dwight Bryon and didn't know if she could face her two lovers seeing one another. There wasn't anything wrong in what she'd done with Bryon, that Caroline knew, but she'd be embarrassed anyway. And trying to explain to Peter why she'd sucked Bryon's cock and then let him fuck her up the ass wouldn't be possible.
"Want to do it on your own?" her boyfriend asked. "I guess I understand. These are things you have to learn to do all by yourself. I'll just wait out here in the parking lot."
Caroline smiled weakly. That was better than having Peter come in, yet he seemed upset over it. She couldn't tell him to wait out here in the cold simply because she was nervous.
"No, come on in with me, Peter. Please." He beamed and Caroline knew she'd done the right thing.
She hoped.
They walked into the office, their shoes clicking on the bare tile floors. Dwight Bryon had told her they didn't carpet the place because of static electricity messing up the cameras. She thought it was for a different reason – that the owner was too cheap to spring for the money to buy carpets. There were even candles placed all around, as much for lighting as for the effect. She'd noticed them in Bryon's office the day before and she was intrigued by the number in the waiting room. Maybe the owner of the station owned a candle factory, too. Stranger things had happened.
Dwight Bryon came out of his office, saw her and smiled from ear to ear. Then he saw Peter holding her hand tightly. The implication was obvious.
"Miss Saunders," the station manager said coldly. "You've come for word on the job?"
"Yes, sir, I have. You said to come in around five." She glanced up at the clock. It was just seconds before five.
"Well, yes."
"Oh, Mr. Bryon, this is my boyfriend, Peter Caldwell," Caroline hastily introduced.
"I'm sure," said Bryon coldly.
Caroline began to doubt her wisdom in letting Peter join her inside. He was screwing up her chances for the job – and only she knew why. Bryon felt threatened by another man. The older station manager couldn't help but notice how strong and how handsome Peter was.
Caroline hated this. She wanted the job and didn't want to irritate Dwight Bryon. But she wasn't going to keep letting him fuck her. She'd been turned on by him before; that was past now. The adrenaline rush, her fear of the cameras, all had added to her arousal on seeing Dwight Bryon. But she had Peter. He was her lover and she wasn't going to jeopardize that relationship.
Even for a job.
"If you'll come into my office…" Bryon gestured vaguely toward his office. Caroline felt as if she were entering the lion's den. She gripped Peter's hand even tighter. He returned a reassuring pressure.
As they started in, Bryon spoke up sharply: "Only Miss Saunders, please. This is private."
"But…" Peter started.
"It's okay, Peter. Just look around the station or something. It won't be that long."
"And then again, it might be," said Bryon. "We have much to discuss, Miss Saunders and I do."
Peter shrugged and went to look over the station. Caroline followed Bryon into the office, feeling as if the door should be painted green and an electric chair perched inside waiting for her.
"Mr. Bryon, please, he's my friend. He won't interrupt."
"You've got the job, Caroline, if you want it."
The suddenness of the man's words shocked the young blonde. She sank down into a hard straight-backed chair beside his desk. Of all the things Dwight might have said, this was the last she'd expected.
"I do? I mean, yes, I'll take it!"
"We're going to have to get some things straight first, Caroline," he said, coming around his desk. "Right now. I think you know why I want you for the job."
"It's because… you want me."
"I don't give a flying fuck about who's on camera. We can stand up a leper or a fool wearing a gorilla suit and get the same ratings. You're very pretty – and I want to fuck you."
"Please don't make me decide like that, Mr. Bryon."
"Dwight."
"Dwight," she agreed weakly.
Caroline's mind raced. How could she decide like this? She needed the job, wanted it desperately. But to put out for the boss? That was sexual blackmail of the worst kind. But Dwight Bryon wasn't unattractive to her. He was dominant, distinguished, seemed to know his job quite well. This job provided an opportunity to get noticed, to really get ahead.
All she had to do was let Bryon fuck her.
"I can't decide. Not like this."
"You stupid bitch," Bryon said. "I figure you'd make a pretty picture if I had you tied up over a straight-backed chair. That ass of yours would wiggle up in the air and look so nice I couldn't help but want to fuck it."
"Go to hell!" she blurted.
Caroline didn't know if she meant that or not. The only sound in the room now was the pounding of her heart and the harsh rasp of her breath going in and out of her lungs.
"That's no way to speak to your boss. I will take what's rightfully mine."
"By raping me?"
"Call it what you want, slut."
He reached down and grabbed her ankle. He yanked painfully hard. She cried out as a lance of white-hot pain shot up into her cunt. He dumped her full length onto the cold tile floor. The way she was stretched out on the floor was an act a contortionist wouldn't have been able to perform. He was bending her all out of shape and enjoying the play of her muscles as he did so.
"I like seeing the way your ass tightens when I jerk your leg around."
She felt a stab into her ass as he bent her leg to one side. This she could do without. But it was still getting to her. She didn't understand what it was about being abused by Dwight Bryon that made her so hot to fuck. She wanted that huge prick of his more than ever by the time he'd finished playing with her like a cat plays with a trapped mouse.
"I'm going to tie you down in a way that a cowboy would approve of. My cock needs some action again and you're going to provide it for me. Aren't you, cunt?"
"You can go to hell, you bastard!" She didn't have to act to get the words out. She halfway felt that way. He was making her feel pain. That wasn't right. It simply wasn't anything she'd planned on when she set out to get this job.
Or was it? Was emotional and mental pain any worse – or better – than physical pain? She had desired him. She saw how he could make it out that she was a cockteaser. The young blonde saw it all quite plainly.
She had used sex as a weapon, a toy, something not really involving true love. Now it backfired on her. He was taking her and using her as he pleased. She had pushed him and now he responded. He had to prove to himself that he could cope with her on any terms.
The man no doubt felt remorse at what he was doing to her. Or was he? The quivery thought made her suddenly cold all over. He might be enjoying this. His demented philosophy might actually approve of the torture he meted out to her. If that was true, there was no telling how far he might go.
"That cunt of yours looks empty," he said in a quiet voice.
She wasn't able to turn her head and look at him. The way he held her neck prevented it.
"Yes, oh, yes!" she moaned out. "Fill me up. I need you inside me."
"The hell you do!" he flared hotly. "You're still trying to use me. You think I'll shut up and be content if you offer me a little tight pussy. No more, bitch, no more!"
He came around and quickly tied her hands behind her back with a long piece of sashcord he'd ripped from one of the curtains. Caroline struggled briefly and then stopped. She was only tightening the bonds by fighting. And then the lovely woman cried out in horror.
"I'll fill your slimy cunt for you. All the way. With this candle!"
She cried out in pain as he rammed the thick wax candle into her tight pussy lips. She felt the sluggish wax begin to flow as he twisted and reamed it into her twat. As it stretched inner membranes to the breaking point, she passed out.
When Caroline came to, there was incredible pain in her belly and it was all radiating outward from her cunt. She was filled all right, filled with a gross candle. She had wanted cock and gotten punishment.
"How do you like that?"
"Words can't describe you, you motherfucker!"
"Words can describe you, slave. You've got a hot cunt. And it's going to get even hotter."
He pulled out a cigarette lighter and flicked it.
The butane flame looked six inches high as he approached her.
"You can't burn me! You just can't!"
"You? Hardly, cunt. The candle. The candle is going to show you what it's like to burn at both ends. You can learn a great philosophical truth with this little experiment."
She tried to cross her legs, to keep him away from her tender tight pussy lips. She found that he'd tightly bound her legs to the desk so she'd lie face-down across it. There was no way she could possibly keep that dancing flame from her bush.
The lovely woman felt the hot caress of the flame – and then nothing. By straining, she saw he had lit the wick of the candle protruding from her cunt. And, as it burned, the flame came closer and closer to her twat.
"Go on and watch, hot bod. You're going to enjoy this. Want to suck my cock to keep your mind off the fire getting closer and closer?"
His fingers lightly caressed her clit. The surge of delight that arced into her body startled her. She hadn't been expecting anything like this to happen.
His laughter echoed through the office. He held his rigid prick and moved it closer to her lips. In a soft whisper, he said: "Suck my cock. Go on, you stupid bitch!"
Her body hurt with an intensity she hadn't thought possible. The candle crammed up her twat was ripping her apart. She thought she could feel the beginning flow of sluggish blood. Or it might have been melting wax from the huge candle. She couldn't tell the difference. It didn't matter, either.
She hurt.
And the warmth of the burning candle was slowly turning into heat. And that heat would rapidly sear her tender cunt lips. She couldn't stir wound to snuff it out. She would have to let it burn her tight pussy lips, char her fleecy blonde cunt fur and even allow the flame to blister her inner thighs.
The hot wax running from the candle made her legs feel like they had blisters all over them. Her soft, tender, yielding thighs were quivering with every light touch of the hot wax. It wouldn't be long before she went out of her mind with fear and pain.
And he wanted her to suck his cock!
It brushed across her trembling lips. This ignited all the old desires in her body. She wasn't able to deny that she wanted that cock resting nicely between her lips so she could suck on it again.
But not now, not while he was torturing her! The flame worked closer and closer to her tight pussy. She tossed her head from side to side, sending out a wild cascade of lovely blonde hair. The frightened look in her eyes made Bryon grin lewdly. She was giving him incredible pleasure by being so terrified of what he might do to her.
But he was insistent. His prick forced her lips apart. He laid the throbbing cock along the young blonde's lips and then began stroking back and forth in a sensuous, slow motion.
"If… if I suck on it, will you put the candle out?"
"No bargains. You're trying to use sex as a weapon against me. I don't give a damn about your problems. You'll get this frigging job on my terms. Suck my cock, slave!"
Her lips parted and her tongue slipped out to move sensually along the turgid prick. He smiled. He'd won and she knew it. He yanked his cock from her mouth and laughed harshly.
"I want my prick in something a bit more to my liking. Like your cunt!"
"The candle," she moaned weakly. She felt the heat growing. Her tender tight pussy lips were cringing from the searing flame inching closer. She wished she could put it out. It was blistering her delicate cunt lips, making her entire body shudder in painful reaction.
"I'll put it out when I feel like it," he told her calmly. "I've got to arrange a chair. Tying you over its back and then fucking your cunt sounds like something I really want to do. In a while."
As the tip of flame reached her blonde tight pussy fur, Caroline screamed and kept screaming.
. She hadn't done anything to deserve this. All she'd wanted was a quick screw with a handsome man, the promise of a job, release of nervous tension. The flame caressed her soft flesh until it singed. She smelled the heavy odor of burning flesh – her flesh.
The pain lanced into her body like a flaming arrow shot up her cunt. The candle's huge girth was still awful, but her own body heat was melting it down. It was no longer the painful reality she'd come to think was normal.
The flame at the candle tip was all that mattered to her now. The man wasn't going to put it out, not even if it was setting her on fire. She felt her tight pussy lips curl back, trying to escape the burning torture.
Then her own body came to her rescue. Caroline hated this, she hated it with all the passion locked up in her lusty body. But she was responding in ways she couldn't fully understand. She felt pain and it turned her on sexually.
The flow of cunt juices leaking around the candle put out the flame before it did her any great harm.
As the flame sputtered and went out, she collapsed weakly on the desk. It had been more of an emotional strain on her than, she'd thought. For the first time, the young blonde was able to really feel the pain inching up her limbs.
Her arms felt dead from lack of circulation. He'd tied her down so tightly it would be long minutes after he released her before she got the blood flowing easily through her wrists again. And her legs hardly in better condition.
One ankle had been tied to one leg of the desk with the other bound to the far leg. She was held spread-eagle in a painful stretch that hit directly at her cunt. It wouldn't have taken much to rip her apart all the way to the chin.
But Caroline had triumphed. No matter what Dwight Bryon did to her, she could survive it and continue to feel superior to him. Let him try to get back at his slave. He wouldn't be able to do it!
She saw this as a fight between the two of them for domination of the other. She used sex as a weapon, softly, gently, quietly. And he was masculine in his approach. He was brutal and forthright. He made his move and then stood behind it without flinching. Torture? Sure, if it suited his purposes. But she wouldn't allow pain to intrude.
Yet… yet she wished he would win. A dominant man was so sexy! She got off in a big way on all that he was doing, though she could hardly admit it to him or even herself.
"The chair's ready," he announced.
Dwight didn't bother to yank out the candle, but then he didn't relight it, either. He said nothing about it. She wondered if he really cared at all that her tight pussy lips were still stinging and red from the flame's searing touch.
She doubted it. Bryon didn't seem to even notice as he pulled her off the desk after untying her. The lovely woman tried to fight him off and found her arms and legs refusing to obey her.
The lack of circulation betrayed her and she fell heavily to the floor, a sobbing heap of tortured flesh.
"Get up. Get up, slave. This time I'm going to really fuck you."
She writhed on the floor, trying to find a position where the candle wasn't ripping into her guts. A man's cock bent a little when it went into her cunt all the way. The candle was rigid and didn't bend at all. It was digging into her guts in a way designed to give her nothing but sheer, undiluted pain.
The man pulled the lovely woman to her feet and she almost felt again. Then she felt the sharp edge of the wooden chair shoving into her belly. The candle squirted out of her cunt. This gave her a surge of relief that was almost enough to make her pass out again.
But this time she held on grimly. She was fully awake from the beginning as he grabbed her again.
When she felt the knobby crown of his cock glide past her asshole, she let out a low, heartfelt moan. And it wasn't a moan of pleasure. This hurt now. It hurt worse than anything she'd have thought possible.
As his prick nudged into the tortured lips of her tight pussy, she began to twitch and writhe around, trying to escape. That wasn't possible. The ropes held her hands too securely. They weren't any looser around her ankles. The flesh on her wrists and ankles was chafed and cut and raw. She could barely stand the dancing needles of pain.
"Stop it, stop it! I can't take any more!"
"You'll have to, won't you, cunt? I'm not going to help you. You tried using sex to get a job from me. I won't stop. I'm going to take my pleasure with you and then to hell with you!"
"No, no!" the lovely woman protested. "I just wanted to fuck you! Ohhhhhh!"
The purpled glans shot inside her cunt now. She felt torn apart, betrayed. He was driving his cock into her with the slow, sure moves of a man totally certain of his territory. There was none of the desperate fucking she'd hoped he would demonstrate.
The faster he fucked her, the sooner this torture would be over. But he was determined to fuck her right, to get the maximum pleasure – for himself.
"God, even after you've had a candle jammed up your twat, you're tight! I… I can feel those tight pussy walls clamping down around my cock."
It was great for Bryon but not for Caroline. She was assaulted on all fronts by unforgiving pain. Nowhere to turn, she suffered. She let the pain wash through her young body, a relentless tide of agony not to be denied.
There should have been intense pleasure from feeling the man's prick slowly moving in her juicy cunt. She had gotten off in a big way before on the way he butt-fucked her. It was a thrill, a joy, a thing uncommon and therefore to be cherished.
She felt like dying.
The way his prick worked against the walls of her pussy was sheer murder. The pain surged all the way into her belly, exploded and raced up her spine. The cornholing had been kinky and fun in a perverted way. Now he was killing her by slow inches – and there wasn't a damned thing the young girl could do about it.
Caroline had brought this on herself. And every time she felt his cock work another inch up her tight pussy, she knew it. But the lovely woman was a prisoner and was totally at the man's mercy. She couldn't call Peter. She was in this all by herself. He could extract all the joy he wanted from her bound and tortured body. And she would have to endure. That was now her lot in life.
Endure. Survive. Try to enjoy it if at all possible.
But it wasn't possible. No matter how she ordered her tormented cunt to enjoy, it revolted. The pain was too great. The feel of his prick moving slowly back and forth in her fuck tunnel was agony for her after the candle had been inside for so long.
Then Bryon's hips exploded in a frenzy of activity. He fucked her with all the power locked in his body. His hands ripped and tore at the creamy globes of her ass. He tried to tear the doughy mounds from her body as his cock plunged into her seething tight pussy.
The tightness of her body was increased by the pain. He felt the fluttering, turgid cunt lips surround his prick. The feel of his prick on those reddened, tortured cunt lips was enough to cause the young woman pain. This tightened her cunt around his virile cock. She was hurting – bad. That lit inner fires of desire that the man had never known before. He fucked her with more speed, more confidence, more ability than ever before. And he loved every second of it.
She was in pain. That made his pleasure all the more intense. His fingers tortured her ass. This tightened her pussy around his prick even more. He fucked into a cunt he would have thought to be a virgin's if he hadn't known better. She was crushing him flat with her steamy, squeezing cunt walls.
The flesh under his fingers flowed like putty. He tried to rearrange it into a shape more pleasing to him. It refused. It flowed back into the original curves of her ass. But that was minor. Her tight pussy convulsed around him in the throes of orgasm.
Vaguely, he realized she was coming. She'd gotten off in a big way on his fucking. And being tied up. And the pain. And the humiliation. She'd gotten off on all those things. His basic philosophy of sex and life and fucking was right on.
He fucked her cunt even faster.
He had to feel his come spurting from his prick. The emotional and physical release was all that counted now.
His come. His pleasure. Now!
The white-hot fountain of his jism spattered into her clutching cunt hole. Gallon after gallon of his come gushed in. Then it was all over. His prick went limp. He watched as a tiny stream of his jizz leaked from her well-fucked cunt. It dribbled out and down over her tortured inner thighs.
He took a step back and surveyed the scene. She was bent double over the back of the chair. The wooden back cut mercilessly into her belly. She panted for breath. He didn't care if it was the chair or her orgasm that robbed her lungs of precious oxygen.
"Now do you want the job?" he asked. "You cocksucker, you Goddamn cocksucking motherfucking son of a bitch!" he ranted. But things changed inside her. She needed this job. She needed it badly. And she had actually lusted after Dwight Bryon while he was doing those awful things to her. She'd enjoyed it!
"The job?" he repeated.
"I want it," Caroline. Saunders said, sobbing softly.
The man began untying her.



CHAPTER FIVE


"By the way, Caroline," said Dwight Bryon, "I meant you have the job – if you go through another audition."
"What?" The blonde woman was stunned. "But you just said – you lied!"
"Not really," the grey-haired man said, an evil leer on his face. "I said you had the job. I just didn't get the chance to finish the sentence. You have the job – if you go through another audition."
"I don't understand," Caroline said. But she understood only too well. Bryon was using her. He was playing with her, turning her into the mouse in his cat-and-mouse game. He'd tied her up and fucked her and then done something even crueler. He had given her hope and then snatched it away.
"The owner of the station wants another take. He said you looked wooden. A little too nervous for him. But I can talk him into hiring you. If you still want the job."
Caroline did. She hadn't tome this far and taken all this abuse for nothing. She had to have the job. She needed the money. And letting Dwight Bryon get by with his raping ways irritated her more than words could say. She'd go through hell now to land the job.
"Let's get out there and get on with it." She finished getting dressed, her pussy still sore from the way he'd rammed both his cock and candle into her. She cringed a little at the feel of her seared inner thighs, then used the pain to focus her hatred onto the man. And to think she'd been turned on by him yesterday. He'd seemed so distinguished, so dignified. Now she knew better.
Caroline quickly left the office, not allowing Bryon to open the door for her. Peter stood outside in the waiting room, and expectant look on his face.
"I have to go through one more audition," she said, speaking before he could.
She watched her boyfriend's face fall. She wondered what he'd do if he learned what had actually gone on in Bryon's office. Maybe kill the son of a bitch. But Caroline didn't want Peter doing anything like that; she had her own ax to grind now. She was the one who was going to have to cope with Bryon and his sexual advances.
Caroline went through the audition, a cold hatred searing her insides. But this removed her nervousness. All the time she was telling about how the snow was coming down from the north she was thinking of things to do to Dwight Bryon. And this take was good enough for the cameraman to give her a thumbs-up signal as soon as the red light on the camera faded to black.
"You were great, honey," exclaimed Peter, coming to her. He took the blonde woman in his arms and soundly kissed her. "They have to give you the job now, right?"
"Caroline and I will have to discuss it again," said Dwight Bryon, coming over and giving Caroline the look that meant she was going to have to put out for the man again. But she was past caring. This time she was going to enjoy it – and this time she was going to get the job.
"Your office again – alone?" she asked, almost letting the cynicism overwhelm her. Peter stared at her and started to speak. She silenced him with a slight pressure on his arm.
"Of course," said Bryon, smiling broadly. "We won't be long this time."
"No, we won't," said Caroline. "He doesn't have it in him… to make you wait very long, Peter."
Peter watched them go into the office again, his forehead furrowed nito a frown. He knew something was wrong, but he had no idea what it could be. Broron closed the door on his questioning stare.
"So?" asked Caroline. "Do I get the job?"
"I think you know the conditions for your getting the job," said Bryon, pulling her closer to him. He quickly pulled down his zipper and let his hard length leap out between them.
"Here, huh?" she asked, her eyes fixed on his virile, hard, bucking cock.
Licking her lips slowly, she felt the surge of desire in her loins that doomed her. Bryon wasn't the sort of man she normally fucked, but this was different. Just thinking about what he had done to her before got her strangely hot. She hated him – and yet she lusted after his prick. Now she needed that cock inside her pussy, fucking her for a long as possible to let her off. She had gotten horny thinking about what he'd done. She could come with Dwight Bryon's cock in her juicy cunt.
"Right here," he said, his hands moving down her smooth flanks.
She sighed as he cupped both her tits at the same time. Squeezing down harder, he crushed her boobs flat against her chest. The pain was offset by the more intense pleasure she felt.
She shuddered as both nipples sprang to rock-hard erections from the way his hands dragged over those rubbery nubbins. The young girl felt her excited heart beginning to hammer out more and more blood into her tits. They welled and the nipples grew to painfully throbbing points.
He skinned off her blouse. Harsh fingers clamped down on her nipples and pinched them. The pain lanced into her chest and she shrieked in agony. But that agony changed into pleasure before she could protest the agonizing treatment.
Bryon kissed her fully on the lips, his tongue surging hard and driving into her dank oral cavern. His tongue duelled erotically with hers. All the while he was exploring her mouth with his cock-hard, questing tongue, he was pinching and fondling her tits.
Her cunt almost exploded when he trapped her tongue between his teeth and started to suck on it.
"Ummmm, God! Oh, God, it's great!" she sobbed out. "I need you fucking me. Don't stop now. Give it all to me! Shove it in!"
She reached down and found his hard, hot shaft of cock. It pulsed with virile life. She couldn't wait to get it snugly berthed inside her pussy. The woman had to feel its entire length fucking in and out of her cunt, giving her the divine pleasures she knew it could generate in her tender young body.
Caroline perched her butt on the edge of the desk. His hands moved from her tits to her waist, stroking and pinching her flesh. The momentary pain he gave was nothing compared to the promise of his cock fucking her cunt.
The blonde woman groaned as he began skinning off her tight skirt. He peeled it past her flaring ass, his fingers lightly caressing her flesh as he moved the jeans downward. When he allowed them to drop free around her ankles, she started to kick it off.
"Don't," Bryon cautioned. "I like it when your legs are trapped like that."
She felt another surge of irrational desire. Having her skirt down around her ankles made her feel as if he had tied her feet together. She was severely limited in how much she could move. She couldn't even spread her legs like she wanted to!
"Stop!" she moaned. "Don't tear them! Please, oh, ohhhh!"
She almost came when the ripping sound reached her ears. A ring of fire circled her waist. He had jerked so hard on her panties that he'd raised a welt where the waistband had been. Another swift, savage jerk and he ripped her panties entirely away from the seething mound of her pussy.
"Shit, baby, you are hot for me, aren't you?" he asked, his fingers caressing her puffy cunt lips and finding the steady flow of fuck juice. "This is going to be a fucking you won't soon forget!"
Caroline almost protested, almost called out for Peter to come rescue her. Then she stopped. She was in this on her own. She could cope. She would triumph. And she needed the job!
He put one arm around her waist and another across her forehead, then bent her backwards over the desktop. She felt as if she were a longbow and he was trying to string her. The tension mounted in her belly as her stomach pulled taut. And the more she tried to spread her legs apart and relieve some of the tension, the harder he shoved. The way her skirt tangled her ankles kept her from moving into a more comfortable position.
Then she forgot all about comfort. All that mattered to her was the hot shaft of his prick. In spite of what he was doing to her, she was turned on. She could enjoy this and find some consolation in spiting Dwight Bryon that way. He poked his cock between her fleshy thighs and slowly moved it upward toward her trembling cunt lips. The feel of that virile cylinder of cockflesh so near her pussy made Caroline tremble in anticipation.
She needed that cock – she needed it badly.
"Fuck me!" she begged. "I can't stand it without your cock inside me, fucking me, giving my cunt all the ecstasy I can take!"
"You'll get it, baby, and more," he promised. His cock inched upward until the bulbous knob touched her well-oiled cunt lips.
She almost went berserk with lust then. The nearness of his cock, the promise of the fucking drove her insane with need. She had to have him inside her, fucking her, making her into a complete woman.
"Fuck meeeeee!"
She shrieked as his prick plunged between her cunt lips and surged into her tight pussy. The walls of her cunt couldn't get out of the way of that battering ram of prick fast enough. She felt as if her guts were being ripped and torn by the forceful entry.
The blonde woman cried and sobbed and tried to lift her legs, to get on either side of the man's body. She failed. Her skirt effectively bound her legs together. He bent her backwards even more as he rammed deeper into her captive cunt.
Caroline sobbed and then sighed with relief as her resilient inner membranes stretched to take his ponderous cock.
"You're so big and swollen inside me!" she gasped. "But I need you moving. Fuck me! Fuck my cunt until I can't stand it any more!"
"You'll love every inch of my pecker," he promised her. "And when you've had enough, I'm going to keep on fucking. You're going to get more than you can handle."
She didn't like the idea of trading her body for a good job, but if she had to, she wanted that cock-sucking son of a bitch to give her the best fucking possible.
"More," she begged loudly, "give me more! Lots more cock!"
He grabbed her slender wrists and forced them behind her. He held them tightly and shoved her down until her back was almost a circular arch. He drove his cock mercilessly into her lewdly exposed cunt. He fucked with long, powerful strokes that lit the fires of passion in the young girl's belly.
Every light touch of his cock-head against her trembling pussy walls pushed her arousal up another notch. When she started tensing and relaxing her pussy walls around his cock, she got the first real reaction from Bryon. He gasped and began to dance and jerk around in the hot, erotically tight sheath of her cunt.
"Want more, big boy?" she whispered hotly. "I'm the one who can give it to you!"
She tried grinding her snatch down into his crotch. That didn't work too well since he held her so firmly in place. But she tried and the effort was successful enough to make him groan out loud.
She felt the progress of his jisin all the way up his long cock. The shaft swelled up as soon as the jism passed that spot. When it erupted into her hollow, drooling cunt, the young girl was ready for it. The hot spurts of his creamy load filled her to overflowing. All the while he was fucking her, his prick fountained out his manseed.
By the time he went limp in her hot cunt, she was panting and desiring more. But it wouldn't happen. The blonde woman had already exhausted his cock and she hadn't gotten off.
Caroline had reached the point where just a little stroking or sucking on her clit would do it, but she didn't think Bryon was the type to engage in such things. He would openly sneer at eating her out after he had already spent in her pussy. Bryon would think there was something unmanly about eating a cunt filled with his own come.
Maybe he was right. Caroline didn't know. All she cared about was the tenseness in her loins. She had to get off. She was screaming with unrelieved sexual need.
"Frig me!" she begged. "Finger my clit and get me off! Please!"
"You're out of your mind, you stupid bitch," said Bryon, sneering at her. "You've got the job. Show up for work tomorrow at five. And don't be late. I hate that."
Caroline knew she was dismissed then. Slowly dressing, she felt her hatred for the station manager building by leaps and bounds. She'd let him fuck her thinking she'd get off on it and rob him of some of his revenge on her. But even in this she'd been wrong. He had fucked her, he'd gotten off, and he'd left her feeling hornier than ever. She was about to explode inside when she left the man's office and went to find Peter.



CHAPTER SIX


Caroline couldn't get into the spirit of the celebration. It wasn't often. Peter fixed dinner for her. He was a good cook and she enjoyed any meal she didn't have to fix. But the festivities were dulled by her nagging dread of actually going to work for the television station as a weathergirl. The job was fine; it was Dwight Bryon that she dreaded facing.
The man thought she was a cockteaser. He thought she had let him fuck her so she could get the job. And in a way he was right. She had been turned on by him that first day. She'd wanted to suck his cock. She'd loved it when he'd fucked her up the ass. But later, with Peter waiting outside the office, she hadn't wanted Bryon to tie her up and fuck her the way he had. And even after the second audition, she had been possessed of mixed feelings about putting out for the man.
She wanted to get even with him for what he'd done to her. She wanted to enjoy the fucking and get back in the only way she could. Most of all the blonde woman wanted the job. For that, Caroline would have done anything. She'd have even fucked a dog.
But Dwight Bryon had gotten off after fucking her on the desk and she hadn't. That worried the young girl more than anything else.
Now she was twitching on the chair, poking at the food Peter had fixed and trying to look happy.
Caroline failed.
"What's wrong, honey?" Peter asked. He stared at her with an open honesty she found embarrassing. How could she possibly tell him how she'd gotten the job as weathergirl? Could she just up and tell her boyfriend that she'd let the station manager fuck her – many times – in return for a job?
No, it wasn't in her. She couldn't bring herself to say the words.
"I'm upset, Peter. Over the job. I've never had a regular job before. And this one's on the air, in front of thousands of people. This is live television."
"You'll do great. You're beautiful, you've got personality, and Bryon loved you."
"He did," she said, irony flooding her tone.
"Relax. Enjoy. Celebrate!" the man cried. "Have some more wine."
Caroline had more than enough wine by the end of the meal. She'd finished one entire bottle by herself and had done in almost half of another, with Peter. She was almost drunk by the time her boyfriend put on soft music on the stereo, dimmed the lights and got ready for the rest of the celebration.
Caroline didn't know if she wanted to fuck or not. The raging hunger remained inside her from earlier that day when Bryon had left her dangling on the brink of orgasm, but just being with Peter was a strain. She felt she had guilt written all over her. But the wine soon erased any such feelings – the wine and the movement of his hands over her lush body. He began playing her like a fine musical instrument, pushing her passions upward, then allowing her to cool off before doing it again.
But Caroline wasn't able to cope with this. She pushed away from Peter. "Let me go to the bathroom, Peter. Please. I'll just be a minute."
Surprisingly her boyfriend didn't object. In fact, he seemed happy for her to leave. Caroline left and stood in front of the bathroom mirror for a few minutes, wondering what was happening to her. She wasn't even enjoying the prospect of a good fuck with her boyfriend. She was really screwed up in the head over the job. But she wanted it. She needed it for both the money and exposure it would give her. It was her big chance. And even if she had to fuck Bryon on the side to keep it, she'd do it. She had to for her own self-esteem. Sighing, she decided she'd better go back into the living room and face Peter. Caroline wasn't especially in the mood for screwing right now, but the man expected it.
The instant she entered the front room, she was attacked. Strong arms curled around her legs and unceremoniously dumped her to the floor. Struggling, she rolled over. Caroline even noticed a strong oily smell.
Standing over her, totally naked and with a raging hard-on, was Peter. His prick looked like it was twelve inches long.
"I want you," he said in a booming voice.
Caroline looked up at him, wondering why his body gleamed so in the dim light of the room. Then she understood. His entire body had been oiled down until he was as slippery as a politician making campaign promises.
Still, she didn't fully understand what was going on. Her mind wasn't able to piece everything together. The way Dwight had tied and raped her this afternoon, the dreary prospect of sex he promised her afterward and now Peter standing over her, well oiled, and with a cock that looked like a telephone pole – everything confused, her.
"What the hell are you doing, Peter?" she asked. "Why'd you knock me clown like that?"
She didn't have a chance to say anything else. The man dived at her. Peter's fingers clamped around one of her ankles and pulled her powerfully to him. His slippery hands grasped at her skirt. He worked hard at the flimsy belt holding it around her waist.
Squirming, the blonde woman eluded him. The oil on his hands betrayed him. But he didn't seem displeased with her actions. If anything, Peter was spurred on to even more vigorous effort.
The girl was at a disadvantage. She was trying to keep out of his grasp and at the same time was fascinated by the way his cock bounced around. It was a miniature flagpole jutting up from his groin.
"What's going on?" she demanded, again barely escaping his questing hands.
"I'm going to have you! I'm going to fuck you a dozen different ways! Never has any woman failed to receive my cock in less than twelve different positions before they get me off!"
"You're crazy, Peter. Stop it!" she squealed. But Caroline recognized the playfulness in her boyfriend's manner. Was he issuing her a challenge? She thought so. But what was this about a dozen different positions? She didn't understand, but she realized that the best possible way of finding out was to keep fighting him off – but only for a while.
"Not with this chick, you don't," Caroline told him. But she had to keep moving. Standing still wouldn't do. She found that out fast as he zeroed in on her.
He scooped her legs out from under her again. She went down but not too hard. Opening her mouth to complain, she found his prick shoved against her lips.
She couldn't help herself. She sucked his prick in. Her jaw muscles protested mightily. His cock was huge around just as it was ponderously long. But it was worth the exertion on her part.
The oil was ordinary cooking oil. The taste wasn't that great but not too bad. And it wasn't bad at all when she considered the luscious taste of the man's cock. Her tongue immediately eliminated all the oil at the very tip of his prick.
He made a couple quick thrusts into her mouth as if beginning to face-fuck her, then pulled out.
"One!" he shouted in triumph.
Then. Caroline understood. Peter was challenging her to the most erotic wrestling match ever. He was going to try and fuck her repeatedly until he came. And it was his bet that he could do it in a minimum of twelve positions before she beat him out – and off.
The blonde woman wanted that cock as badly as she'd ever wanted anything in her life. The brief taste of his prick had heightened her senses, had made her even hornier than she'd been. This was going to be one hell of a match; she'd see to that!
He ripped off her skirt and blouse as she spun away from him. She was now gloriously naked. She circled him, her tits bobbing delightfully as she moved. A quick lunge, faster than she'd have believed possible and he was under her legs again. He picked her up and dumped her back down to the soft carpet.
She watched in helpless fascination as his cock came surging up to meet her pussy lips. At the last possible instant, she twisted in his oily grip and escaped. But she didn't get far.
Behind him, she circled his waist and found his prick. Her hands were well-oiled from stroking over his muscular body. Caroline began giving the man a hand job. If she could get him hot enough, the next time he actually managed to fuck her would be disaster for him.
And it would be sheer heaven for her.
"No, you don't, you little bitch!" he cried. Moving faster than ever, he managed to reverse their positions and get behind her.
Peter's hands groped for her tits. His cock probed upward from behind and sought out her cunt again. His strong hands held onto her tits and lifted her straight up into the air, depositing her directly over his jutting cock.
The sudden entry up her now-juicy twat took her breath away. Caroline thought she was going to be pulled apart by that massive prick, but she hadn't expected anything this painful. He stretched her in all the usual directions, but the sudden entry hadn't given her cunt walls time to expand and take his full girth yet.
It was like she was a virgin and the high school stud was fucking her for the very first time.
The young girl cried out in pain, then felt those strong hands on her waist guiding her up and down. The pain was washed away with the sudden pleasure gushing into her. His cock was pulling her apart, true. But there was the bonus of having a huge cock twitching and bucking erotically inside her cunt.
The girl managed to relax a little and allow the pleasure to completely fill her body. This was what she had been missing with Dwight. Unexpectedness in fucking. A different screwing each time. She set her hips to working frantically at that cock up her pussy. She didn't want it to go away. The only purpose in her life then was fucking herself on that upright spike of cock.
Those slippery hands cast her aside before she could fuck herself more than three or four times. The man was panting heavily. She turned around to face Peter. He was still on his back looking up at her, that shit-eating grin on his lips.
"You've got a damn tight cunt, girl. Tightest I ever fucked. Most of them around these parts got floppy, loose cunts. Too many cocks have drilled into them. But not yours. I'm gonna enjoy you twenty or thirty times!"
"Peter," she protested. Then Caroline stopped as what the man had said penetrated her lust-dazed mind. "So many?"
"Many more. I'm going to enjoy you a hell of a lot!"
She rolled away from him and found the bottle of oil he'd used. A tiny squirt into the palm of her hand was all she needed to liberally oil her own body. Her boyfriend idly watched as she rubbed the oil on her tits, starting at the broad base and slowly stroking toward the cherry-red nipple. As she smoothed the oil over her belly, she got the first indication that the man really saw her.
His cock looked like it wanted to turn cartwheels. She was arousing him with her little act.
Caroline smiled, then licked her lips slowly. The pink tip of her tongue made a tantalizing circuit around her ruby lips, then vanished back into her mouth. The message she gave was unmistakable.
She wanted him. Worse than anything else in the whole Goddamn world, she wanted him. And she wouldn't leave this room until she got all of him.
"Come here, girl. My cock's waiting for you!"
"In a second. Peter. When I'm finished." She allowed the oil to slowly flow over the curve of her ass. Not wanting to rub it in yet, she let it coat her satiny flesh, turning it into slippery mountains of assmeat.
"Now!" he bellowed as he lunged for her. He slid across the room and actually grabbed her leg. But the oil was working for her now.
She was able to slip away easily.
As fast as a flash, Caroline was straddling his back. Her fingers slid around his body and found his prick. She stroked up and down his cock several times before he was able to toss her off.
Then it was her turn to be pinned down by his weight. Peter jammed himself between the blonde woman's legs and stuffed his prick back into her cunt. He began fucking her in the missionary position.
Her legs wrapped around his waist as she tried to pull him down into her even farther. She knew he'd rip her apart all the way to the chin if he ever drove that monster cock of his all the way into her cunt.
"This is three," he moaned as his hips shot forward.
She sobbed deep in her throat, contrasting this with the fucking she got from her new boss. This man's cock was more than Dwight's, lots more. It was tearing her apart but in a good way. This was sweet torture, what every girl wants and so few ever got. But it was still fucking in a position she had come to hate.
She had the biggest, most virile cock in the world driving into her pussy. The friction between the walls of her cunt and the tender flesh of his monstrous prick mounted as he fucked.
Faster and faster, he drove into her.
The fires of her lust suddenly broke through her inhibitions. Her entire body was more alive than it ever had been before. She needed his cock driving into her moist pussy. This was fucking. This was the way it should be, not the way she felt with Dwight.
Her hips twisted and drove up to enhance the effects of his fucking. She had to have more of that mighty cock inside her, no matter if it tore her to bloody ribbons.
"More, oh Christ! More! Give it to me haaaard!"
And he did. Peter's hips slammed the cock into her like a battering ram of solid, pulsating flesh. He probed the deepest recesses of her cunt. The folds of her pussy were spread out smooth and straight as he fucked his cock harder and harder into her softly yielding body.
And then he was gone. He simply slithered up her body and vanished.
"Damn you, damn you to hell!" she groaned. But Caroline was secretly pleased. Peter seemed to realize she wasn't going to enjoy this as much as fucking in some other style. She remembered him saying he wanted to fuck her in more ways than she was accustomed to.
The blonde woman wanted nothing more than for his prick to explode in lust – as long as it was inside her twat.
He upended her again. This time he engulfed her legs and pulled them up off the floor. With her calves pressing firmly into his chest, he entered her snatch.
She wiggled like a fish on a line, but knew it wouldn't do her any good. She would have to try and get Peter off by using her own special set of muscles.
As his cock fucked hard into her, she squeezed down with her pussy walls. The squishy noise told her how juicy she was, how well-greased his cock had become.
He yelped as if he'd been burned. She realized what he must be feeling. The way her cunt walls had collapsed around him, it would have teen like getting trapped in a mine shaft. She used her taut, trim stomach muscles to massage and stroke the man's entire buried cock.
When she started gripping down on him; he knew he was in a real hot cunt. She wasn't a young, untried virgin. She was a woman with a woman's full knowledge of fucking and pleasuring a man.
"You're pulling my jizz out of my balls!" he complained. "Not yet! This is only number four!"
Her hips turned and cockscrewed around as he moved within her. She felt his massive cock and traced the outlines of it with her delicate pussy walls. The broad end capping his prick was growing larger. It hardly seemed possible to Caroline that it could swell up the way it was. Yet it was happening. That meant she was getting to him. His cock was expanding with excited blood just before erupting and spewing forth his come.
But she didn't let up. She had to get him so hot he couldn't stop, not even if he wanted to for the sake of his little game. Her well-oiled ass pressed hard into his belly. She locked her ankles behind his neck and reached out behind her to grip his knees.
Pulling herself into him caused his prick to sink an inch deeper into her cunt. She hadn't thought it possible, yet he was penetrating her as deeply in this position as if he had doubled her up and exposed her pussy to a more normal fucking.
"N-n-no good!" he gulped. "Can't come this soon."
He pulled out of her, but only to re-enter her asshole. She screamed as his huge prick drove all the way up her rectum. She knew he was tearing her flesh with his massive cylinder of cockflesh. The young girl gasped with the searing intrusion of that cock all the way up her tightest passage.
"Five," he gulped. "I've done five and have seven to go!"
The words came to her through a rowing in her ears. The blood was pounding in her head.
He butt-fucked her now. She could tell from the way her body was tensing up. She wanted it but not up her ass, not again.
Placing her heels on his shoulders, she was able to somersault away from him. She rolled to hands and knees, facing him.
In a low voice, she told Peter: "Come and try for six."
He leaped and was behind her to fuck her like a bitch in heat. This was exactly what she wanted. She knew she had him. He'd never be able to pull free once he had tasted the heat and tightness of her cunt from behind. The powerful contractions of her pussy walls would hold him tightly.
He'd come.
She'd make sure of that this time.
As his cock rammed into her from behind, she separated her slender legs and slipped to either side of his thighs. The cock rammed harder into her cunt than he expected. He found himself firmly wedged in deep up her twat.
She gasped as the head of his prick bounced off her deeply buried cervix, then Caroline set about giving him the fucking of his life. Her feet were locked inside his calves now. He couldn't easily escape her.
The young girl finally managed to trap one of his hands. She placed it directly over her oily tit. Pressing it down hard, she gasped in reaction. The surge of sensation into her chest collided with the warmth and pleasure washing up from her cunt. Her entire body was alive and vibrant now. For the first time in ages, she was getting off in a big way on fucking.
She came.
Her cunt clamped down like a vise on his prick. But this wasn't enough to get him off. He began fucking her with long, deliberate strokes. The heat of friction from this fucking built up in her loins. Her entire belly became a swamp, a swamp of liquid love. The warmth was spreading throughout her body like melted butter. She couldn't keep back another orgasm.
Peter realized the heat boiling out of her pussy and the convulsive squeezing he was getting from her cunt walls would soon bring him off. He tried to back off, to pull out of her cunt. After all, he still had six more positions to try. But he couldn't. He found he was trapped. He couldn't escape from her greedy cunt. The girl's legs were entwined with his. He couldn't move free of them. And one of her hands firmly held his over a throbbingly alive tit.
He gave her tit a little squeeze and was rewarded with the nipple stiffening even more. He began playing with the nipple to distract her. He caught the nubbin of erectile tissue between thumb and forefinger. Rolling it around caused her to moan and cry out.
It also caused the blonde to shove her ass back into his groin. He felt her soft asscheeks rubbing against his hairy thighs. A tremor passed through his cock. He was completely surrounded by her – and she wasn't about to let him escape this time.
"Damn you, let me go! I've still got six more, ummm, ohh!"
Her cunt began rotating around his cock. He was too long to slip from her clutching pussy. She used him like a stirring rod. The center of her entire world was his long, hard cock. She used his prick to give herself all the pleasure in the universe.
She came again.
His hand on her tits kept working even while she was coming. She was reduced to a weak blob of flesh incapable of anything but feeling pleasure.
Her hips moved in tighter circles, her cunt gripping down on his buried prick in all the right places and he finally lost control. She felt his huge cock bucking as it erupted out its load of creamy jism. He blasted his hot come into her until she was shivering. She came one final time and milked every last drop from his cock. Her cunt was almost worn out by the time his prick deflated and limply slid from her twitching pussy lips.
"Damn, but you've got a hot twat, Caroline," he said. "I never thought even you could fuck like that. Do you want to make it the best two out of three?"
"Sure," Caroline said without hesitation. "If you think you can get that big fellow standing upright and ready to go again." She lightly brushed her fingers over Peter's sleeping cock.
Her boyfriend surprised her. He not only got his erection back in record time, but he managed to win the second round, fucking her in twelve different positions before he came. But she had her revenge. She made him come after only eighteen of his powerful strokes into the third and deciding game.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"So the outlook for the weekend weather is a lot better, better that is, if you like it hotter and wetter. The temperature will be reaching up there until the rain showers come and cool it off by late Saturday afternoon. Don't plan any picnics," said Caroline into the camera. She gave it her best smile, then added, "Stay tuned for the rest of tonight's news. Thank you for watching."
The red light on the camera winked out and she slumped down a little. The strain she felt was incredible – and so was the adrenaline rush. She was still trembling, even after a week as being weathergirl. The idea of so many people watching her live turned her on in a big way.
It even turned her on sexually. And Dwight Bryon knew it and took advantage of it.
The grey-haired station manager walked over and gestured to her. She knew what he wanted without asking. His crotch was filled with a long hard erection and he wanted to sink it into her cunt. Simple. And she hated it even while she needed it. He was the release she needed right now, but it was still sexual blackmail. If she ran home to Peter to get her rocks off, Bryon would fire her.
She entered his office and immediately told him, "Not tonight, Dwight. I want to go home. I'm tired."
"Sure you are. And you're hot and wet, too. I can tell."
"You sound like a Goddamn weather forecast," she said tiredly. "I just want to split. How about it?"
He stood up and ran the zipper down to let his hard prick spring out. Seeing that huge length told the weathergirl she was going to be in for another fucking, whether she liked it or not.
But she could try.
"I'm leaving Dwight, and to hell with you and that damned cock of yours!"
What the man did next surprised and shocked the young blonde girl. He dived and tackled her like some defensive football player intent on bringing down a running back.
They crashed to the floor, stunning both of them.
Dwight recovered first. "You ignorant slut! I'm going to discipline you for this. I'm going to show you that you can't get by with being a cock-teaser all your life without paying the consequences."
Caroline was too shaken up to protest. She'd always tried to play fair, even with Dwight Bryon. If a guy turned her on, she didn't play coy. She enjoyed fucking. But the young woman didn't flaunt her tits or wiggle her ass just to be mean. She did it to get laid.
But her boss' state was beyond logic or fact. To him, she was a cock-teaser and that was that.
He sat on a low stool and pulled the girl across his lap. She still fought hard, but in the upside-down position and with her slender wrists held in one of his meaty hands, she couldn't get any leverage. And her strength wasn't enough to break free of his powerful grip.
"Stop!" she demanded.
She felt the man's hands holding her even more firmly. There was no way in hell she could possibly escape now. She'd had her chance and blown it. The more she struggled, the more helpless she felt. Shuddering at the feel of his powerful hands running along the insides of her slender legs, Caroline knew she was going to be disciplined. Harshly. Without mercy.
Something made her cunt begin to drool. She didn't want any part of this. Yet, something inside her responded vigorously. The more she tried to deny it was happening to her, the more excited she became.
When Dwight Bryon ran his fingers down into her ass crack, she cried out in rage and indignation. When he grabbed her tight pussy mound and squeezed, she screamed in pain. It felt like a blow to her belly. She could hardly stand the agony inside her.
The agony was as much emotional as it was physical. The young woman was responding to his brutal overtures and she hated herself for it. The more the girl tried to deny she was getting hot, the worse it was. The itch deep in her cunt gnawed away at her self-control and her self-esteem. She wanted something long and hard and thick stuffed balls-deep all the way up her cunt.
His hard prick would do nicely.
But it would have to be on her terms. All through her short life she had been the one calling the shots. She was the one who decided whether or not she and her dates fucked. She couldn't give up and let this man control her like this. Caroline wanted his huge cock inside her, but Bryon had gone crazy.
Caroline fought harder and knew instantly that it was futile. He was simply too strong.
"You cocksucker. Let me go! What are you doing!"
She felt his hands caressing the firm flesh of her buttock. He stroked over the cool, rounded mounds of assflesh and then dipped down into the humid crease. His fingers wriggled against the thick slabs of her meaty ass and then plunged deeper, lightly brushing across her anus. The lightest touch sent lightning bolts of desire ripping through her tender young body.
"No! Don't do it!" she cried in fear.
She felt her breath coming faster as she lay across her boss' knees. The man's hard prick poked up into her chest, but Caroline was more concerned with her own responses. Her tits dangled down on the other side of his legs and seemed to fill with more and more blood. The excited pumping of her heart wouldn't slow down. She was aroused by his fondling of her perky ass. His fingers knowingly probed all the right spots and got her even hotter to fuck.
"You have to be punished," he said in a cold, harsh tone. Then he began spanking her with the open palm of his hand.
Caroline shrieked more in humiliation than in pain. She struggled again to get free and again found his grip on her struggling body too secure to break. His rain of blows fell on her naked ass and began to warm her flesh. The criss-cross pattern left by his fingers soon disappeared as he spanked her harder and faster. Soon the red hatch pattern vanished as her entire ass turned a rosy pink from the spanking.
The effect it had on her tight pussy startled the young blonde immensely. She could hardly control her rampaging emotions. She didn't know why she should get so turned on by the spanking. But she was. Caroline felt her tight pussy begin to tingle and twitch deep inside. It was beginning to convulse as if in expectation of a hard cock fucking it.
The young woman sobbed and went limp. His upper legs cut into her soft body and the spanking he gave her was even more potent as a result. She wasn't cushioning his blows any more with her tensed body. Her ass received the full benefit of the spanking.
"There, that's more like it," he said. "You should be punished for trying to escape!"
She made another break for freedom. Rolling away, Caroline fell heavily to the floor. But it was still useless. He was on her in a flash. He straddled her and pinned her down with his weight.
"You dumb cunt! This time I'll really spank you."
She screamed as his belt cut into her already tender ass. He used his broad leather strap on her as if it were a whip. She cried and then moaned, whether from pain or joy she couldn't tell. She was too confused.
The discipline, a man stronger and more dominant than she was, took its toll of her will. She didn't want to fight her boss off. Not as much as she had before. He was in command and something inside told her to give up and let him have his way. She was chained and she couldn't deny she was turned on by the idea of fucking her boss.
Still, the pain he gave tormented her. The broad leather belt rose, and fell with a loud smack. Her ass began to blister from the impact. The welts on her butt were painful to the touch – and still Dwight Bryon continued to whip her.
"No, no more, please!" she whined. "I can't take any more! Stop, stop! I'll do anything you want!"
"No. That's not good enough. I'll do what I please with you. You haven't shown me you're really willing to cooperate." But Dwight did stop whipping the young woman with the belt.
Panting harshly he looked down at the young blonde girl's prone body. The girl's ass glowed a bright red from the whipping he'd given it. And more important, he knew she was getting off on it. He could see the tiny river of her cunt juice running down the inside of her leg and dribbling onto the rug. A tiny puddle was beginning to form. He'd never seen anything like it in his life. And it turned him on.
Caroline tried to get up onto her hands and knees. In a flash, he had his belt looped around her belly. Quickly fastening it, he had a handhold she couldn't ever break. He forced her back on her calves, keeping her ass in the air and her face down in the carpet. With her hands already chained the way they were, she was totally helpless and at his mercy.
He felt no mercy at all toward her.
"I'm going to fuck that well-spanked ass of yours. Ever had a man fuck you up the tail pipe before, slut?"
Caroline sputtered something in the nape of the rug. He couldn't understand what she said and it didn't matter at all to him. He was horny and the exercise he'd gotten spanking her had warmed him up.
He dropped down behind the young blonde girl and quickly spread her legs farther apart. She tried to stop him and found herself in such an awkward position that she ended up doing nothing. When his long, thick cock prodding between the halves of her asscheeks, she began to cry. She couldn't understand what had happened to her. Caroline hated her boss for holding her this way, for spanking her like a little girl, for degrading her like this. And yet she was turned on by it all. Caroline couldn't remember when she had been more sexually aroused in her life. It was too confusing for her to figure out.
Trying to get her head turned and her face out of the carpet, Caroline moved slightly to one side. She felt the thick head of Bryon's hard prick prod deep into the humid canyon between her asscheeks. Then he found her tight anus. She began to cry again, the tears forming dusty tracks down her cheeks. She didn't want him banging her up the slit chute.
"Get ready for it, kid, because here it comes!" the man shouted.
She felt his hands grip her waist and pull her body strongly into his. The head of his hard prick drove directly into her asshole. She tried to scream in pain, but the rug clogged her mouth. She tasted the foulness of the dirt on the tile floor – and the huge cock raping her ass made the young woman totally aware of her helpless body.
She wanted her boss' cock – but she wanted it fucking her cunt, not her ass. This was ripping her apart. She couldn't take a man as thick as a firehose up her ass. And yet Dwight seemed intent on fucking her that way. His cock couldn't get into the young blonde girl's asshole as long as she kept herself all tensed up. That wasn't hard. She was as tightly wound as the mainspring on a watch.
"You can't stop me!" he told her. "Do I have to spank you some more?"
As he drew his hands over the curves of her ass, she shuddered. It felt so good, his long, cool fingers stroking her aroused, tortured assflesh. She relaxed a little and this was all the opening he needed.
He drove relentlessly into her asshole. She might have passed out from the sudden pain of his entry up her ass. When she came to her senses again, he fucked in and out of her shit chute with easy, smooth strokes. Caroline didn't know how she survived. He filled her completely to overflowing. Never had she thought she had too much cock inside her. But she did now.
"Please stop, ummmmmmm, ohhhhhh!" she moaned.
Caroline couldn't tell if her asshole liked this or hated it. Her own cunt was still drooling obscenely and her belly quivered in response to her tight pussy. She had never been so confused in her life. She hated the pain Dwight gave her, yet she loved the warmth and security of having a cock buried inside her body.
Her rectum quivered and tensed around his hard prick. The tight membrane outlined his cock perfectly, and she could tell the slightest movement in her bowels. The thick, purpled knob of his cock stroked in and out with the precision of a mechanical device. He might have been a steel piston fucking her. She tried to hold down the rampaging desire she felt for this perverted, awful butt-fucking.
She couldn't.
Caroline loved the sensations. She felt her tits swell and reach the point where they were like over-inflated balloons. The excited blood pumping out of her heart made them throb and pulse wildly. The nipples dangling downward were about ready to pop.
"You love it, don't you, you dumb cunt?" he said. "You love every freaky second of this butt-fucking. Admit it! Tell me you like having your ass raped!"
"I… I love it!" Caroline gasped out.
Every forward stroke he used drove her face down into the floor even more. With her hands so securely held, she couldn't possibly brace herself against his powerful fucking. The more she tried to inch forward and get away, the harder he pulled her ass into his groin.
The blonde girl felt the man's pants rubbing against her naked, tortured ass. She sucked in her breath and held it as his hard prick shot all the way up into her rectum. It was as if someone had dipped a white-hot poker in acid and then rammed it all the way up her spine.
"Shit, you're getting tighter. Like a surgeon's glove filled with hot water," he grunted. "Tightest hole I ever plugged, you bet!"
And Dwight Bryon fucked harder, faster, with greater determination. Caroline shuddered under each and every impact. She couldn't stand the feelings racing up and down her back any longer. The way her tight pussy frothed over with her cunt juices was a dead giveaway. She was at the brink of orgasm.
"You love getting your ass fucked don't you?" he asked. But the way he said it told her he didn't want a reply. He was talking to hear the sound of his own voice. He was as lost in lust as she was. "Your asshole's going to cut off my cock!"
She tried to do just that. Caroline tensed her body as hard as she could with her cunt, she could almost hold a man's cock inside her. The young blonde girl knew that it was nothing less than sheer torture for most men and that was why she did it. She loved to make them come and practiced holding in her piss to strengthen all the right muscles.
But she'd met her match in Bryon. She couldn't escape his hard fucking prick, no matter which way she turned. The more the blonde struggled, the more he fucked her. It was as if he read her mind and anticipated every movement. When the friction of the cock against her rectum reached the point where she could no longer bear it, she shrieked and came.
All Caroline knew was stark desire. Her cunt burned with its need for hard prick. Her asshole had all the hard prick – and more – that it could stand. The friction from that butt-fucking echoed throughout her belly and set her on fire again.
The woman tried to get her hands free. They were too tightly held by Dwight's strong grip. She finally released herself to the desires blasting her apart from the inside. The young woman began thrusting her ass back to meet every incoming stroke. She greeked herself as hard as her boss tried to drive his spike of hard manmeat all the way up so that it would come out her mouth.
The girl was sure Dwight would rip her apart. It no longer mattered to her. All she cared about was the warm rush of climax throughout her body. It hit her again, a wet fist of desire that seized her completely.
Shivering, shaking as if caught up in a fit, Caroline finally collapsed forward and away from the man's cock. As his hard prick wetly slipped from her asshole, she thought the vacuum formed in her guts would suck all her innards out with it.
"When I say I want to fuck you, I'll do it. And you'll go along with it or you can find another frigging job. Is that clear?" the station managed panted out.
It was clear to Caroline. And she wasn't sure how she was ever going to live with the shame of it. She both loved and hated Dwight Bryon for what he did to her. That was the hardest part of all.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Caroline continually made mistakes throughout her Monday evening weather forecast. She couldn't help it. All weekend long she had been thinking about the way Bryon had caught and spanked and buttfucked her after the Friday weather. The blonde woman was frightened of him – and of her own illicit desires.
She was turned on by the man's ways and she hated herself for it. She had been terrible to Peter on Sunday, angry and aloof, sarcastic and hateful. And the blue-eyed girl couldn't help herself. She was too upset over the wantonness inside her.
The station manager thought she was this way because she used sex to get whatever she wanted and had finally found a man able to dominate her. Caroline wasn't that way at all. She loved fucking. It wasn't a weapon or a tool with her. It was fun. Especially with Peter. But Dwight Bryon had introduced a new element into sex that she couldn't cope with.
If she didn't let the man fuck her, she'd get fired. Caroline knew she was doing a rotten job as a weathergirl. The fear hadn't gone away and she was already starting her second week. If only she didn't have the constant threat of Bryon's cock over her. She thought she could concentrate her full attention on the weather then. And Caroline knew she'd be good, great!
It wasn't possible thinking about her job when all she could think of on the air was the way Bryon would fuck her afterwards. The man seemed insatiable for her tender body. He fucked like there was no tomorrow. And after work she warned nothing more than to sit in a hot tub and try to relax and forget.
Peter couldn't understand her reasons for turning him down constantly now.
The job was wrecking her personal life and making her uptight and nervous. She didn't know how much longer she could go on this way, no matter how much she needed the job and the money it gave to her.
"Have a nice tomorrow," she finished up.
The cameraman signaled that she was off the air. And Dwight Bryon was on. He came striding up to her and grabbed her arm before she could turn away.
"My office. Now," he said.
Caroline reluctantly obeyed, following him into the dreary office.
Dwight shucked off his coat and pulled down his zipper. His prick leaped out, red and firm. She couldn't help herself. The girl dropped to her knees, brushed back a strand of blonde hair and then dived down to take that succulent prick into her mouth.
"Umm, God, you sure don't give head like any woman I ever had."
"How many have you had, Dwight?" she asked, her blue eyes flashing. She just wanted to get out of here, nothing more. Maybe she could keep him talking and escape that way it was a faint chance, but she had to take it.
"Suck, damn you, do it! Give me the blowjob. I'm going to explode if you don't. That weather forecast dragged on and seeing you got me hot. And then the – ummmm!"
"Don't talk dirty," she said, smiling wickedly around the thick plug of his prick in her mouth. The words sent tremors of delight blasting into her loins. She loved it when he said all those forbidden words. They did something to her; she didn't know what, but they made her feel hotter than a blow torch.
Caroline applied herself to giving her boss the best head possible. Her tongue raced around the thick tip of his hard prick until she was literally drooling. She sucked harder now, her cheeks straining. The man began hopping from foot to foot, the sensation of stark pleasure ripping into his cock and balls.
She redoubled her oral efforts. Bobbing her head up and down, the blonde woman began fucking her face. Her lips caressed the sides of his prick as she moved. When Caroline's nose burrowed into the man's thick pubic patch, she wanted to sneeze. Breathing heavily made her delicate nostrils flare – and the hot breeze around his balls made the man even hornier.
She felt his prick grow even larger. She cradled it with her tongue, marveling at the size of his hard-on. Her lips strained to hold all that manmeat in her mouth. But she did. The blue-eyed girl had to get more of his cock. She just had to.
Her fingers reached out and found the hairy bag holding his balls. She lightly caressed them, fondling them and playing with them until the jism locked inside came to a boil. The way his prick jerked and bucked in the tight confines of her mouth, told her how hot he actually was.
Dwight reached down and gripped behind the blonde woman's head. He pulled her face directly into his crotch. Caroline gasped, feeling the blunt tip of his cock bounce off the roof of her mouth. She swallowed hard and then his prick raced past her tonsils.
His steely hard prick was lodged firmly in her throat. Caroline almost panicked. All her air was cut off by the cock. But then she began to respond to the erotic potential of the situation.
Here was a man's prick buried all the way down her throat. She should relax, she should enjoy. And that's exactly what she did.
The blue-eyed girl's tongue slowly moved across the base of the huge prick. But the most stimulation she gave was deep in her throat. She swallowed and her mouth bobbed up and down on the most sensitive portion of his fuck stick.
"Shit baby, you do that better'n any other chick I ever found!"
Caroline didn't bother answering with words. She gave Dwight Bryon the blowjob of his life.
Caroline had to pull back, gasping for air. But as the cock left her mouth, she tensed her jaws and raked the sides with her teeth. He groaned. She immediately sucked it back in and soothed the ugly red weals with her soft lips and darting, teasing tongue.
The use of her teeth against his cock had pulled even more blood into his already ironhard prick. Now he was impossibly erect. Every single beat of his heart caused his prick to jerk wildly. And she toyed with the purple crown using the tip of her tongue in the most delightful manner possible.
"I… I'm going to explode. Lemme come in your mouth, Caroline."
She shook her head, blonde hair falling across her face. Caroline didn't mind the taste of jism – in fact, she loved it. But not now. Her hungry pussy was complaining about how she was neglecting it. While the meaty, musky taste of his prick was nice, her pussy demanded to be fed, also.
Caroline tossed her head and pulled away, leaving Dwight's cock bobbing freely in the cold air. Her saliva ran down the sides of his prick and almost attracted her enough to continue sucking on it.
Almost.
He reached for her, but she managed to elude him. The blue-eyed girl stood, her hands working frantically at the ties on her dress. She managed to get it half off so that it hung down around her waist. Caroline wasn't wearing a bra. She hated undergarments. They always got in the way.
"Jesus, you're half naked."
"Yeah, isn't it a shame? Why don't you get me totally naked?" She moved closer to him so he could help her get the rest of her dress off. His hands fumbled as much as hers in their haste, but he finally succeeded where she had failed. She kicked free of the dress, completely naked now.
"Your panties," Dwight said wonderingly, "you're not wearing any!"
"What's wrong? Don't you like that?"
"I love it! God, do I want to fuck you!"
"Those words," she cautioned. "Don't talk dirty like that around me."
"Fuck you," Dwight crowed, drinking in the blonde woman's beauty, as if for the first time.
He moved like a zombie. He walked the space between them in a daze. "You're so fucking gorgeous. How I want you!"
"Take me," she said simply, meaning it. The oily flow from her pussy lips caused her blonde snatch to glisten in the light from the flickering candle on the station manager's desk.
.
His eyes took in every bit of her beauty. He was like a kid in a candy store with a twenty dollar bill. He hardly knew where to start first. She looked like some sort of naked Goddess standing there. But from her perfect oval face, and those brilliant blue eyes, he worked down quickly along her body.
Those tits! He loved them. The deep valley between them seemed to beckon. In spite of his longing to stick his prick into her cunt and fuck her silly, he had to stop and tend to the aroused nipples lightly pulsing every time her heart beat. The meaty sounds of succulent titdflesh underneath were tasty. He could pop them into his mouth and suck and gnaw and nibble until he got his rocks off. They were that good.
But her waist was so trim. It offset her flaring, womanly ass perfectly. He saw the shadowy depression of her navel and wanted to dip his tongue into it until he found a more delightful orifice. Like her cunt. She moved slowly, sensuously, wiggling around to display all her charms to him.
The tapering, slender legs really turned him on. The well-fleshed thighs were a delight to crawl between. To feel them on either side of his body as he drove his prick all the way up into her slippery cunt was the nearest thing he had found to heaven. He would have given anything for that now, but he sensed Caroline was in a teasing mood.
The way his prick hurt him, he doubted if he would be able to take too much more of her love-play. He wanted to fuck her – right now!
"Come here, lover boy," she said, her arms extending out to him. He couldn't say no. There wasn't any way. And he was grateful that she didn't want to waste any more time on foreplay. He was at the breaking point.
The blonde woman hungrily pulled him to her body. He felt her tits mash down against the well-muscled slab of his chest. The hard little points of her nipples poked holes into him. He didn't care. His mouth was fully engaged with hers now. Tongue pressing into tongue sent their pulses racing.
Caroline felt the stab of joy deep inside her body. She moved closer to her boss and rubbed lasciviously against him. She parted her thighs and captured one of his legs. Moving up and down, she rubbed her snatch against his still-clothed upper thigh. She sighed and fucked herself faster. Caroline had to have cock pressing between her cunt lips and plunging all the way up into her belly. She just had to have it or she'd go crazy!
"Let me get you naked," she said, her voice trembling with lust. Her fingers worked dexterously stripping the suit off him. The tie was easier to unfasten than buttons. In less than thirty seconds, she had his shirt off. Getting his pants off proved harder. His cock poked out of his fly and made pulling the pants down difficult.
But she succeeded. The wanton blue-eyed girl's need was so great she had to.
He pulled her back to a standing position, his throbbingly virile prick pressing hotly into her belly. His hands slid up and down the sides of her ribcage. He pressed his fingers in and felt the bones underneath. But it was the silken-smooth flesh that thrilled him. He stroked upward across her tits. The fleshy bulges filled his hands. The coppery disks of her areolas deepened in color and the nipples hardened like rubber erasers on a pencil.
She thrilled to the sensations rippling into her chest. But Caroline wanted more. The blonde woman wanted his mouth moving all over her naked body. She wasn't standing there bare-ass naked for nothing. She wanted his tongue in her cunt; she wanted his cock, too. She wanted it all!
He licked and lapped down the deep canyon between the melon-sized mounds of her jugs. The rough, pink tongue probed hard and made her grasp in reaction. He slowly spiralled up her left tit, leaving behind a trail of spit that cooled instantly.
Caroline stood for a moment, then she realized her legs were growing too weak tocontinue in this position. The cold floor under her bare feet was smooth and clean now. She decided this was as good a place as any to fuck. She carefully lowered herself so that his tongue never left her snowy white, tender boobs.
By the time she was stretched full-length on the floor, his mouth had almost reached the crest of her left tit. The nipple was hard and pulsing with every single beat of her heart now. It was filled with aroused blood and felt as if it would explode like the safety valve on a pressure cooker.
"More, Dwight, give me more of that sweet, sucking mouth of yours. I need it so baaaad!"
He continued on the silken flesh under his lips, the hard pebble of her nipple, the tantalizing odor rising from her excited cunt. He was barely able to keep from jetting off he was so excited. Keeping his orgasm under control after she had sucked on his prick wasn't easy. Now he was fighting to get as much stimulation out of this naked bitch as he could before coming.
He found the throbbing button of her nipple. His lips worked magic on it. He finally sucked it into his mouth. Using his teeth, he stimulated it until it grew to almost twice the size it had been. Instead of a tiny mushroom trembling with life, he now had a tiny finger pressing hotly into the tip of his tongue.
He'd show her she wasn't the only one who knew how to use her teeth to excite and thrill.
"God, Dwight, God! I feel it all the way down into my chest. I'm on fire. I'm burning up inside. Fuck me! Stuff that big cock of yours all the way up my cunt and fuck meeeeee!"
She used all the words she had thought were dirty. They sent lightning bolts of desire along her every nerve. She almost came just mouthing them. Almost. To really come she would need that prick of his driving hard and trying to split her apart.
Trembling hands reached down for the pulsating pillar of his prick. The nearness of a hard and eager cock was almost more than she could stand. The man's tongue danced lightly all over her tits and made her acutely aware of her own body.
"Give it all to me!" she demanded. "Your cock! This!"
She jerked hard at his fuck stick to let him know what she wanted and where she wanted it. Her legs drifted wantonly wide to give him the full area of her snatch to drive that pleasure spike into.
He straightened from his task of gobbling her tits and looked down. He gasped at the sight of her milky white thighs so widely parted – and all for him! This was turning into one hell of a fine end to a pretty hectic work day.
She held his prick in a vise-grip. He wasn't going to escape, even if he had been stupid enough to want to try. Her ass crushed into the cold tile beneath, stimulating her more than she would have thought possible. Wild, odd thoughts flashed through his lust-dazed mind. Fucking on the bare floor wasn't a good thing. It might leave a spot.
Her impassioned cry snapped him back to the business at hand.
"Dwight, damnit, fuck meeee!"
"Huh?"
She pulled painfully hard at his cock to guide him toward the flaps of her pussy. They were like the gates of heaven to him. Both he and the passionate blonde woman groaned loudly as the very tip of his prick touched the wet, pink, trembly pussy lips. He wanted to plunge in balls-deep, but he didn't. He restrained himself. He wanted to savor this moment for as long as possible.
While he was enjoying the nearness of her aroused body, the young girl was about ready to esplode inside. She could feel the heat of his cock adding to the carnal heat boiling out from her seething pussy. Her entire twat was on the verge of convulsing with orgasm. But it needed the delightful trigger of his cock fucking her.
She lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist. He couldn't escape her now! This action pulled the purpled knob at the end of his cock hard into her sopping wet cunt. It sank in just an inch, but it felt as if a burning hot poker had been jabbed into her soft, vulnerable cunt flesh.
"God, Dwight, I need this soooo!"
"And I need you!" he told her. He reached under her body and cupped the smoothly curving moons of her asscheeks in each hand. Lifting, he was in a better position to drive his throbbing prick all the way into her lewdly splayed, blonde-furred cunt.
He sank all the way to the hilt in her seething morass of wet pussy. He felt his balls wetly slapping against her upturned ass. He squeezed down hard on her asscheeks and twisted her from side to side. It took all his iron control to keep from coming. He was totally surrounded by wanton female flesh. The hot sheath of her cunt gripped and pulled and squeezed right back at him as he moved slowly inside her.
Caroline gasped in the throes of ecstasy.
This was what she had been needing after being on the air and giving the weather forecast. She hated herself for the way she responded so powerfully to Bryon, but her body was in full control now. She needed him. The blonde woman needed him badly.
Her tender cunt walls struggled to expand to take the huge girth of his prick. For a moment, she was positive he'd rip her apart, then she felt her pussy expanding to accommodate the pulsating wand of hard cockflesh inside her cunt.
She demanded more. "Fuck harder! Deeper! I want to feel every Goddamn inch of your pecker fucking meeeee!"
"Not so loud," he panted. "The damned, nosy secretary'll have the owner down on our asses if you keep shouting like that. This is a television station, Caroline!"
"I can't help shouting. What else should I do with such a huge cock shoved all the way up my cunt? I want to feel it fucking my pussy. Give it to me till I beg for you to stop – and then fuck me even harder!"
She glowed white hot inside. She could sense the man's prick twitching and dancing around in the tight berth she gave it with her cunt. The girl began tensing and relaxing her muscles to give that hidden cock a massaging he wouldn't soon forget.
"Ummmmm, shit!" he moaned. And then his hips exploded in a frenzy of fucking. She felt his cock slip backwards, struggling against the pressure she exerted with her cunt walls. The friction of that retreat started tiny fires of desire all along the slippery fuck tunnel. Her love oils finally betrayed her and he slid out until only the thick, bulbous head of his prick remained inside her pussy lips.
Then he slammed back in as hard as he could. Their crotches mashed together. She felt his fingers urging her to movement. She ground her blonde bush into his and her entire world shattered. Her tiny clit had poked up out of its sheath of protective flesh. It received a full dose of his cock moving against it.
She thought someone had driven a telephone pole up her cunt.
She came hard. Very hard. She struggled and writhed and moaned and clawed at him. But she came and came and came. His prick moved slowly inside her, and this fanned the flames of her passion even more. His prick picked up speed and was soon fucking her as hard and deep as she could have wanted.
Her voice caught in her throat. Only trapped animal noises escaped. But it was all right. She couldn't have asked for a better fucking. She felt his hot prick digging deeper into her seething pussy. Her entire cunt convulsed with the power of her repeated orgasms.
And then his hips went crazy. He fucked without any rhythm or finesse. She felt his cock expanding inside the tight tunnel of her cunt. His come wasn't far behind.
"Gotta fuck you, just gotta!" he cried out.
And then the white hot surge of his come hit her tender cunt walls. The feel of that liquid rush set her off again. Caroline soared on the hot winds of orgasm while her boss whitewashed her pussy walls with his jism.
It seemed to be over too soon. In spite of her unbridled enjoyment, she wanted more. Her pussy demanded it. She raised her head and peered down to see Dwight's prick limply fall from her tight cunt. A tiny flood of pussy juice and his jizz leaked out behind it. The sight made her sure she had to have more of his hard prick.
But Dwight Bryon was done with her. He'd, gotten his rocks off and couldn't have cared less about her. Again Caroline Saunders felt used, humiliated. Why did she respond in such a horrible way with the station manager? He turned her on, then made her feel like homemade shit.
It wasn't fair! And Caroline hated herself as she silently dressed and left his cold, forboding office.



CHAPTER NINE


"Caroline, honey, what's wrong?" asked Peter as she came in the front door. "You look like you've been pulled through a knothole backwards. Or worse." Even as the man said the words, he realized what the "or worse" might have been. "You've been raped!"
"Please, Peter, I don't want to talk about it." The young blonde girl tried to pull away from her boyfriend's strong grip. She failed. Then Caroline turned and buried her tearstained face in the man's shoulder. She felt terrible for what she'd done with Bryon, for what Bryon had done to her.
"That's all right. Just take it easy," he soothed, his hands stroking over her lustrous blonde hair. "When you want to talk about it, we'll talk."
She felt his body tensing, his mind working out what he would do to whomever had raped her. There was no doubt in the sexy woman's mind that Peter would kill Dwight Bryon when he found put. What was worst of all, Caroline wasn't sure if she wanted that or not. She hated the station manager – and yet she got turned on in a perverse way just thinking about all he'd done to her. Peter was kind, gentle, loving. He never roughed her up the way Bryon did. And maybe that was the problem. Maybe she needed that kind of treatment.
Caroline was too confused to know what she really wanted, what she needed.
"Later, Peter, please. I… oh, shit!"
He held her close, then picked her up and carried her into the bedroom where he softly laid her on the bed.
"I'll start a nice, hot shower for you, then I'll split for a while and let you be alone. Everything's going to be all right. I'll make it all right. Wait and see."
Caroline nodded dully, then began stripping off her clothes. She felt sullied, dirty all over. She wanted to burn her clothes as a reminder of what had happened while she'd worn them. Caroline heard Peter finish starting the shower and pulled her bathrobe around her.
Caroline padded on bare feet back to the translucent-glassed shower stall. She stood directly under the shower head as the hot water hammered down on her tender young body.
The young blonde turned at a slight noise out in the bathroom. But she thought nothing of it. She was uneasy, on edge, upset. She was jumping at the smallest of noises.
But Caroline wasn't expecting the door of the shower stall to open suddenly and a strong, masculine hand to swing out to land a swat on her wet, jutting ass.
"Ouch!" she cried. "Wh-who is that? It… Peter!"
"Hi, Caroline," said the man as he closed the door behind him. They were both tightly fitted into the shower stall now. She squealed and tried to face him. The red outline of her boyfriend's handprint on her bottom gleamed in the dim light of the shower and stung like a million fire ants had camped in her ass.
"You can't!" she cried. "Please, Peter, leave me alone."
"Why not both of us together? We both need a shower. And doesn't this save water? Besides, this is the best way for me to help you through your problems right now."
"But, Peter, I want to be by myself."
"True," he said. "But I decided that you shouldn't be alone, not just yet, anyway. You really should swing around and face me so I can properly kiss you."
His finger stabbed deep into the woman's cunt. And the liquid covering his finger wasn't water. It was Caroline's fuck juices. She was turned on by her sexy boyfriend joining her, no matter how much she protested.
"The water's too hot. And it's getting my hair wet. Peter, really, this is impossible. Will you leave?"
"Um," he said, lifting the finger he'd run into her pussy to his lips. "Tastes good. And to hell with, your hair getting wet. You're already wet where it counts."
He cut off any further discussion by wrapping his arms around the woman's water slippery form. He crushed his lips onto hers. For a moment, she was taken by surprise. Then she melted and returned the kiss with all the fervor with which it was given. She had to have him to take away the memory of all that had happened to her. Caroline opened her lips slightly and Peter's tongue went flashing into her mouth.
Their tongues rolled around and around in wildly erotic acrobatics. Caroline loved the feel of Peter's tongue pressing down powerfully on hers. It was rough and tasted like the best wine she'd ever sampled.
The young woman thrust her own tongue out and began lightly caressing the man's. Then she started wiggling and worming her way into his mouth. Once there, the blonde girl started outlining each and every one of the man's teeth with her tongue. It was a trick she'd learned from him earlier.
The man moved his mouth down the young blonde girl's now-drenched jawline. She felt the quick licks he gave her all the way back to her ear. There, Peter jammed his tongue into her ear. Then a thrill of delight surged into her body. As the man gently gnawed and nibbled on her ear, the woman sensed the rising tides of passion in her loins. It was only a matter of time until he reduced her to a quivering blob of flesh capable of anything he commanded.
The man knew the blonde was hot for him. Her hand had snaked down his slippery body until she found a convenient handle. This was the best possible way of making her forget the awful things that had occurred. Slender fingers gripping his hard prick, she began stroking. He felt his cock coming alive, fully alive, hard and ready to fuck into her juicy twat.
He pulled her firmly to his body. Nipples poked into his chest. Caroline had become so aroused that her nipples were engorged with blood and pounding in a swift counter-tempo with her heart.
Their bodies moved together as they caressed and fondled each other. The flowing water gave them lubrication and a certain sensual freedom. The sharp sting of the hot water needled into Peter's back and made him feel tense and excited. He turned around as he nibbled the sexy woman's delicate ear and let her feel the wonderful water showering down onto her back.
All up and down her spine blasted the tiny jets of water. Caroline barely noticed. Shivers of carnal delight volted along her backbone, more intense than any watery sensation could ever be. She shook her hair and sent wild droplets rocketing in all directions. As her lustrous, wet hair settled along her backbone, water trickled down into the deep canyon between her well-fleshed asscheeks and finally dribbled to the floor.
Her body was too aroused with outrageous amounts of sexual stimulation. In her hand was a quivering cock, hard and alive, rubbing back and forth in a mock fucking. She stroked the hard prick until she could tell that her boyfriend was having a hard time controlling his emotions. His cock was doing an erotic dance, the big blue vein standing out in full relief like a huge cable running into his depths. The furred bag at the base of his cock had begun to tighten up. Caroline thought she felt the churning and tumbling inside as the jism begged for release.
She gasped as the man's hand pressed hard into her pussy mound. He ground his palm down hard until he stimulated her all the way into her cunt. An occasional thrust of his finger into the interior of her cunt sent hot flashes shooting throughout her belly.
"Umm, Peter, more, I need more in me. Fuck me good! With your cock, fuck me with your wonderful cock!"
"Soon, Caroline, very soon. Just move over so the water's not hitting me in the face."
She moved. She'd have done anything for the promise of his cock.
Her tits crushed flat against his broad chest. She felt the slight motion of his body as he moved and dragged her nipples along. Tiny jabs of delight knifed into her every time they moved together.
Locked in each other's arms, they let the sensuous jet of water fall around them, between them, over them. Their most sensitive areas were aroused and the nerve endings in both their bodies sang a joyous song of need mow.
.
"Fuck me, Peter. Don't wait. Now, dammit, now!"
"Go on," he mumbled around a mouthful of water. "Stick in my cock."
He felt the grip on his hard prick strengthen and pull away from his belly. For a moment, it seemed to the man that the young girl was going to rip his cock from his body. Then a sudden warmth and slickness surrounded his entire length.
His hard prick was firmly embedded in the woman's cunt. And how wonderful that feeling was! It was immensely better than having her hang onto it with her hand, even with the warm water oozing around her fingers. This was the real thing. His hard prick was in her pussy. This was the way it should be between a man and a woman.
"Peter!" protested Caroline. "I… I can't… ohhhhhhh!"
His hands ran up and down her back tracing out every bone in her spine. He cupped one firm asscheek, then squeezed. Finally her momentary protest penetrated his lust-fogged brain. He was a lot taller than she was. With his cock inside her cunt, she had to stand on tiptoes to keep from dumping her entire weight onto his balls. Peter bent his knees slightly and felt a welcome shudder in the young blonde girl's body.
"Better, ohhhhh, so much better!"
He knew it instantly. The way the young blonde's cunt convulsed around his hard prick told him all he needed to know. He reveled in the sensations smashing into his body. The way the sexy woman's rock-hard nipples prodded his chest, the feel of her fingernails clutching and scraping at his back, the mingling of their pubic hair, the hot water cascading down – it was all they could have wanted.
He stuffed his cock a full eight inches up her cunt.
The man buried his face in the woman's neck and kissed as if his very life depended on it. His body was racing wildly, almost out of control. His balls burned. His cock throbbed and demanded to be allowed to explode in wild orgasm. Only iron control kept the man from rushing his pleasure. He wanted as much as he could get – and give. Caroline needed him and he was going to deliver.
Caroline was content to let Peter do whatever he wanted to her. As long as his hard prick stayed firmly inside her fuck tunnel, she was more than content – she was deliriously happy. The man's hard prick shook and quivered with his lust. The vibrations transmitted through her cunt walls and steamed full ahead into her belly. From there, every cell in her body started singing a song of lusty need.
The sexy woman clamped down as hard as she could with her well-toned stomach muscles until she thought she could tell exactly where the blue vein on the man's cock was. She twisted her hips slightly and felt the massive purple hood on his hard prick expand, inside her. There was no doubt in her mind that Peter was going to give her the fucking of her young life.
The water pelting down on her back awakened sleeping nerves. She found herself breathing harder and harder until she was gasping for breath. Water got into her nostrils. She blew it out in a quick, gusty spume.
"Peter, cram it hard into my cunt. Give me every Goddamn inch of that hard prick of yours as hard as you can!"
The man straightened his bent legs and lifted her off the floor. His cock shot even deeper into her churning cunt. Caroline felt a surge of pain as Peter's mighty battering ram of hard prick slammed into her cervix. The stab of pain ebbed and left nothing but sheer ecstasy.
This was what she needed. She'd been working the long hours, was tired and frustrated. She wasn't sure if she was doing her job competently or not. She thought so, but the stress of coping with the station manager caused Caroline to doubt her own abilities. This was exactly what she needed to reassure her: a man's hands rotating her asscheeks around and around, a hairy chest rubbing against her sensitive tits, a cock plunging all the way up her hungry cunt.
"Ready for more?" her boyfriend asked. He didn't even wait for her to moan out an answer. He was already moving. His legs bent slightly and his hard prick slid slickly from her twat. When only her pussy lips kissed his cock, Peter stopped.
An upward surge shot his cock the full eight inches into her cunt. And it lifted her off the floor again with the power of the thrust.
"Aieeeee!" Caroline screamed, no longer caring about anything else in the whole, wide world. Her passions demanded venting. She had to scream out her desires. She flung her head back as she shoved her hips downward to take even more of Peter's mighty hard prick up her pussy. Flames lapped at her cunt and made her come totally alive. When the man's cock retreated from its hot berth, a powerful vacuum formed in her snatch.
An emptiness like that had to be filled. The young blonde girl clamped down with her fingers and drew a sudden flash of red blood from the man's shoulders. She braced herself against him, sobbing out her passions. The constant flood of water from the shower immediately carried away the traces of blood she had caused to flow.
The man's cock shot back into that hollowness between her legs. Again, he was surrounded by the walls of the blonde girl's softly yielding cunt. Softness, warmth and a tightness he had never found in a woman's pussy before assailed him and tried to rob him of his jism.
He withdrew and the re-entry was with a corkscrew wing spiral motion that drilled even deeper into the woman's tight, juicy twat. He only vaguely realized what he was doing now. His body had taken over control from his brain.
Balls burning, his already hard prick slowly expanding with the extra blood pounding into it, the man found himself in a sexual wonderland. He drove up hard and fast. The tempo of his stroking increased. He shoved his cock into the sexy woman's pussy again and again until his fucking became machine-like.
The blonde girl threw back her head and screamed out her lust.
"Unghhhhhhh!"
Her entire body exploded like dynamite. Brilliant lights dazzled her eyes, made her ears ring, caused her body to tingle all over, like she'd shoved her finger into an electric light socket.
She came down from the pinnacle of her come to feel Peter's cock fucking harder and faster than ever into her cunt. Again she was bombarded with the wondrously intense sensations of orgasm. Her cunt convulsed with delight and she clamped down powerfully on her boyfriend's trapped hard prick.
The man had reached his limits of endurance. He felt the sudden rush of come along his cock. One second, Peter fought to keep from creaming all over the gyrating woman's snatch and the next he lost his battle and erupted into her clutching pussy.
As orgasm slashed across her senses again, the young blonde girl's cunt grabbed so tight on the man's hard prick that he thought he was plugged into a milking machine. His cock was sucked dry by the intense pressure up and down his entire length.
All too soon for both of them, the savage grip of climax faded. They stood under the blast of the shower for long minutes, saying nothing. They clutched at each other's slippery, naked body with passionate tenderness until Peter reached over and shut off the water.
"It… I was actually able to forget what happened, Peter. Oh, you're so good. And so good to me," she sighed, clinging to his slick body. And then Caroline found herself telling him everything, about how she'd gotten turned on by Dwight Bryon and had sucked him off, how he had fucked her up the ass, how he'd tied her and raped her, how he demanded her sexual services after every weather forecast. Caroline held nothing back.
And she found it wasn't so bad after all. Peter Caldwell actually understood.



CHAPTER TEN


"This isn't going to work, Peter," the blonde woman said nervously. She licked her chapped lips and wondered if there was anything in the world that would work for her. "Let me just quit. That'd get him off my back."
"You mean get you off your back," said Peter grimly. "No, this has to be a battle. We have to fight – and we have to win. We can't let cocksuckers like Bryon get away with anything. If he wins this time, he'll pull the same shit on some other girl. That weathergirl position seems like it was made for this kind of abuse."
Caroline had to agree. Only the inexperienced would ever even think of taking a weathergirl's job with a television station. There was no real glamour involved, nothing but work – and the promise of the station manager's long, hard cock.
"You're right. I guess. But it scares me. I mean really scares me."
"I know," her boyfriend said, pulling her into the protecting circle of his arms. "But together we'll whip him. Wait and see."
"Going through with this seems so…"
"Just think of it like the FBI trapping those congressmen. If they hadn't been willing to do something illegal, they wouldn't've gotten caught, right? If Bryon hadn't been banging you like he had been, we wouldn't be planning this, would we?"
"No," she said in a weak voice.
"Be brave. Try to enjoy what you're going to do. And remember we're going to nail that slimy bastard's balls to the wall. Keep that in mind – just this one time."
"You're right, Peter. Just this one time." And Caroline actually felt better. She warmed inside and almost quivered with anticipation of feeling Dwight Bryon's prick inside her tight pussy once more.
For the last time, she hoped. For the very last time.
Caroline finished with her weather report, almost shuddering when she said: "And again tomorrow, it'll be hot and wet. Good weather for ducks." The blonde woman almost slipped and said "fucks" but managed to catch herself in time.
The cameraman signaled she was off the air and the sexy young girl heaved a deep sigh of relief. And then came Bryon like an avenging angel. She read the anger in his eyes and tried to run. She only got a couple steps before he caught her. He spun her around, his fingers gliding out to the collar of her blouse. He dipped down the neckline and grabbed. With a savage jerk, he sent the buttons skittering to all corners of the room. Her naked tits bobbed into view.
"Dwight! You can't do this! Not out in public like this!"
"I can and I will. You're fucking up and I'll do any damn thing with you I want! It's my right, dammit!"
"Please, Dwight, into the back room. Please," she said, motioning toward the unused studio at the end of the station. He nodded curtly and Caroline wanted to cry out for joy, but she knew how dangerous her position actually was right now. She didn't dare show any sign of triumph – until afterward.
His fingers locked like steel bands on her arms. She fought, but it did no good. He lifted her like a rag doll and carried her into the room. He dumped her unceremoniously on the dais. She felt the wooden stage protesting the sudden load. Before she could get her feet under her to roll away and escape, Dwight was beside her.
"I'm going to tie you up and show you what I want when we fuck. Maybe you'll get the idea so I don't ever have to fuck you like this again. You screwed up on the weather tonight just to get even with me. Well, baby, now it's my turn to get even with you!"
Caroline gasped when he pulled, loose the curtain sash on the drapes behind the stage and looped it around her left wrist. He knotted the cord at the edge of the stage. No matter how much she fought, he was heavier and stronger. He soon had both her hands bound above her head. Caroline looked up and saw movement in the dark shadows on the other side of the studio. Her heart leaped into her throat. She knew she was on camera again, but she didn't dare let on to Bryon.
By the time she thought about kicking, he was ready to fasten her legs to the other edge of the stage. He didn't bother to strip off her skirt. He went ahead and tied her ankles securely, leaving the blonde woman half naked. He looked down at her and lightly brushed his fingertips over one of her trembling nipples.
"You get off on this, don't you, you common slut? Well, I'll show you what a real man can do. I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before. And you're gonna love it."
Caroline fought against the ropes. The more she struggled the tighter the knots became. She felt the circulation cutting off in her hands and feet. Naked to the waist, she thought she was at least going to escape having him fuck her. If he tried to untie her legs to get her skirt off, she could kick him away.
But the girl didn't understand the extent of her problem.
Dwight came back with a large pair of scissors. He shoved the sharp-pointed instrument next to the girl's tender-fleshed leg. She cringed and tried to get away. She couldn't. The ropes held her too securely. He pressed the scissors into her skin and began cutting away her pantyhose. She gasped when he reached her thigh.
He was so close to her snatch!
"Please, Dwight, let's talk about it. We can…"
"We've talked. It's time I did something." He began cutting across her snatch. She felt the cold metal blade pressing into her cunt lips. He had caught her bikini briefs and sheared them away at the same time.
By the time he was all the way down her other leg, the blonde was totally naked. Never had she felt more helpless in her young life. She watched a man she thought she knew tower over her and menace her.
"Now, we fuck," he said.
She shivered with cold and fear. His hands caressed her belly, moved to the blonde tangle of her pussy mound. He grabbed a handful of the fleecy cornsilk pubic hair and jerked. She screamed as her hips lifted involuntarily off the hard stage on which he'd tied her.
"This is the way I want your hips to be when I'm ready to fuck your cunt. Do you understand?"
"Dwight, please, don't do this to me."
"Do you understand?" he demanded again. He pulled harder on the handful of tight pussy fur he held. She thought she would go put of her mind with pain. She had loved the nearness of his cock and, in spite of her misgivings, had thought any cock in her body was better than getting none.
But this was torture. Her boss was misusing her – abusing her!
"Yes, oh God, Dwight, stop! Don't do it to me! Not like this." She began to sob quietly. Tears ran down her cheeks. She wanted to reach out and wipe them away, but with her hands bound over her head, she couldn't.
She had to watch Dwight Bryon slowly undress. He peeled out of his shirt and showed his muscular chest, gleaming with the sweat of exertion from tying her up. As he shucked out of his pants, she was surprised to see his hard on. It quivered and jerked at attention in front of his crotch. She had been expecting to suck on it to make it hard. But his cock was already a fully functioning fuck stick.
He threw away the last of his clothes and jumped onto the stage beside her. Caroline groaned as the wood yielded under her. This caused her arms and legs to feel as if they would be pulled out of their sockets. She didn't know if she was more scared or more turned on.
The sight of her boss cock did things to her. She remembered how good it had been that first time in his office. She had desired the grey-haired man then. But now, he was demanding the same sexual slavery, that had turned her off totally. Caroline didn't know how to react.
So her body responded for her.
Thick juices began boiling in her tight pussy. She felt the sluggish fluid leaking around her puckered pussy lips and running down into the crack of her ass. As the love oils ran into her asshole, she remembered with growing lust how it had felt having Peter fucking her there. The thought of her boyfriend and what he was doing helped calm her fears and incite her passion. In spite of herself, the sexy young girl was getting more and more, turned on.
"Get that ass off the floor like I told you!" snapped Bryon.
"Please, Dwight, let me go. We can work this out."
"Do it!"
The frightened girl didn't have the chance to obey. Rough hands grabbed, a double handful of assflesh and lifted until she was straining at the limits of her bonds. She shrieked in agony. What was worse was the way his fingers dived down into the humid canyon between her buttocks. She couldn't help remembering the gentle touch Peter had used before he fucked her.
"That's more like it. Now what do you want up that slimy cunt of yours?" He lifted even harder until Caroline thought her arms would come unglued from her body.
"Your c-c-cock!" she stuttered. "Stuff it in and fuck my cunt!"
"Good, but not good enough. You're going to have to beg me for my cock after all you've said. It's not dull, is it, having me fuck you? Tell me, dammit, tell me!"
Caroline hardly knew what to do or say. Lightning bolts of blazing agony lanced into her shoulders. She thought her hips would break under the strain. As the man kneeled between her wide-spread legs, she experienced a completely and totally helpless feeling that wouldn't go away. It was even worse than when she went to her doctor to have her cunt examined. Feet in those metal stirrups made her feel exposed; this was infinitely worse.
"Please fuck me," she gasped out. She would do anything to make the pain go away. She was humiliated and debased. Anything that would get the man's rocks off so he would leave her alone was okay with her.
"Again. Tell me again and in more detail."
"I need you fucking my cunt. I need to feel your cock buried all the way up my tight pussy. I need it sooooo!"
She was shrieking with the misery of her situation. And when the man's cock slammed into the delicately scalloped inner cunt lips, she shrieked again. It was so unexpected that it sent a tremor of fear throughout her tender, young, bound body.
The head of his throbbingly alive cock parted her slippery cunt lips and sank into her body. She thrashed around but couldn't really move. His hands brutally pinched at her asscheeks and lifted her off the bed. His prick shot another inch into her convulsing cunt.
She gasped and tried to tell him to stop. The words wouldn't come. In spite of her predicament, Caroline found herself being more and more turned on. This was a different style of fucking. And she had promised Peter she would try to enjoy whatever Dwight did to her.
What did it matter if she didn't approve of being tied up while he was fucking her? She knew Peter's plan on getting even with Dwight Bryon. And her abuse this one last time was part of that plan.
Bryon's prick sank another couple inches into her virgin-tight cunt. She quit struggling and tried to enjoy the fucking. The ropes cut savagely into her wrists and ankles and made her feel cold all over. But the cock warmed her right up the center of her body.
The sexy young girl's loins blazed hot as Dwight slammed balls-deep into her cunt. She felt the tender walls of her tight pussy rushing to expand around that thick plug of cock. She gasped with delight when his hips began stirring the prick around inside her. She was able to enjoy every single twitch and pulsation that way.
"What do you want, bitch?" the man demanded. "Tell me what you want me to do. And it had better be the right thing!"
"Fuck meeeee!" she screamed.
And he did. His hips slammed forward, burying his prick even deeper in her cunt. She sobbed with the pain and pleasure as his body ground into hers. He had smashed so hard and fast into her cunt that her pussy lips had been folded inside. Her cunt walls collapsed mightily around the hidden cock as orgasm seized control of her body. She thrashed around, straining once more against the ropes binding her.
Something about being unable to move freely added fuel to the fires of her come. She thrashed harder, felt more restrained by the ropes and burned brighter with her climax.
"Fuck me, damn you, fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeee!" she bellowed.
The man gasped as her tight pussy crushed down on his prick. He pulled back against the intense pressure surrounding him. He thought a hand in a velvet glove had gripped at his prick. But the lewd squishing sound as he broke the incredible suction of her cunt told him different. He wasted no time ramming back in to the hilt. His balls slapped wetly against her upturned ass as he repeatedly fucked her.
Total delight seized Caroline. She let herself go. There wasn't anything else she could do. And the feel of that cock working so insistentiy against her tight pussy warmed her with more and more friction. The thick cock-head expanded as his powerful strokes lengthened.
Every single thrust into her agitated cunt lifted her butt off the stage now. He didn't have to grasp her asscheeks and pull at them as he had done earlier. She felt her own inner juices lubricating her crotch as his bush ground passionately into hers.
"More! Fuck me more!" she cried. All she heard was the pounding of her own pulse in her head and the man's deep grunts as he exerted himself even more.
She thought she would die if he stopped fucking. But he was too turned on by the situation to stop. She came hard. The orgasm was the sweetest she had had from Dwight. But the man hardly noticed as her cunt tightened around his cock. His balls had shrunk and the passion locked inside with the boiling hot jism spurred him on.
He fucked faster. His hands rested on either side of the bound girl's body. His prick vanished into the golden nest of her tight pussy and stroked hard along the juicy walls of her cunt. The heat from her guts boiled out and set fire to his fuse. The heat inched back along his cock until it reached the powder keg of his balls.
He exploded. His prick reamed her out and then it erupted. Hot jism fountained from the end of his cock. He shrieked in joy and arched his back to drive himself even farther into the bound woman's tight pussy.
Caroline almost came again. Almost. And it was that wracking need that made her strain so hard against the ropes that they cut into her flesh and caused blood to flow.
"More, you ignorant cock-sucker. Fuck me more!" she begged. "I need it, God, do I need more fucking. Your cock, gimme your fucking cock. Please, oh, please!"
Caroline relaxed onto the stage, sobbing. She turned her head to one side so she wouldn't have to see Dwight Bryon straighten. His prick limply slid from her cunt amid a flow of her own oils and his spent come.
"Now you can untie her," came Peter's confident voice from the shadows of the studio. "I've got every single instant of the rape on film. Videotape unit works pretty good. Haven't used one in a couple years, but that's something you never forget, I suppose."
Bryon spun around, his prick jiggling crazily in front of his groin. Caroline wanted to laugh at the sight, at the relief flooding through her. They'd won! Peter had filmed it all. Now Dwight Bryon had to do what they said or they'd turn this evidence over to the police. The man's career would be ruined and he'd be in jail for a long, long time.
"What? This – but," Bryon stammered.
"You know what we want, motherfucker," said Peter, his voice cold now. "Cut her loose, leave her alone, let her do her job as weathergirl. And if you even think about trying to fire her…" He let his voice taper off as he tapped the case holding the videotape. The message was clear.
Bryon turned and stalked off, without saying a word.
Peter unfastened the bonds on the blonde woman's wrists and helped her sit up and regain circulation.
"Oh, Peter, you were great."
"You weren't so bad yourself. Tell me, did you ever consider a career in X-rated movies? You looked great! You are great!"
She laughed, feeling better than she had since taking the job as weathergirl. Everything was looking up for her, and all because of Peter.
"If I want to switch into that career, I need practice. Let's go home and see if I can pass your audition."
"This one won't be on film," he jokingly cautioned.
"And I don't care!"
Caroline Saunders and Peter Caldwell left the studio, the videotape securely in their possession. And they celebrated all night long.
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